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POETICAL WORKS 
GEOFF. CHAUCER. 


IN FOURTEEN VOLUMES, 


THE MISCELLANEOUS PIECES 


From Urry's Edition 1721, 


THE CANTERBURY TALES 


Froumi Tyrwhitt's Edition 177 5. 


Grete well CHAUCER whan ye mete 
Of ditees and of ſonges glade, 
The which he--.made, 
The londe fullfilled is over all. GOWER, 
My maifter CHAUCER-..-chiefc pocte of Bretayue 
Whom all this londe ſchulde of rygbt preferre, 
Sith of our langage he was the lode-fierrco--- 
That made firſi to dyſtylle and rayne 
The gold dewe dropys of ſpeche and cloquence 
Into our tunge thrugh his excellence, 
The honuur of Engliſh tong is dede Ä 
My may fler CHAUCER, floure of eloquence, 
Mirrour of fructuous entendement, 
Univerſel fadir in ſcience 
This londis verray treſour and richeſſe. 
The firfte fynder of our fayre langage. OCCLEVE. 
Venerabill CHAUCER, principall pocte but pere, 
Hevinly trumpet, orlege and regulere, 
In eloquence balme, condict and diall, 
Mylky fountane, clere ſtrand, and rois riall, 
Of freſche endite throw Albioun iland braid. DOUGLAS. 
O reverend CHAUCER ! roſe of rethouris all, 
As in oure toung flour imperial 
That raiſe in Brittane evir, quha reidis right 
Thou beiris of Makers the triumphs roy ail, 
Ihe freſche enamilt termes celeftiall:; 
This mater couth haif illuminit full bricht, 
Was thou nocht, of our Inglis all the light, 
Surmounting every toung terreſtriall 
As far as Mayi's morrow dois midnight. 
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LYDGATE. 


DUNBAR, 
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VOL- XI, 


EDINBURG: 
AT THE Apollo JOreſs, By Tug MaikTtiNG, 
Anne 1782. 
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POETICAL WORKS 


GEOFFREY CHAUCER. 
vol. x.. 


MISCELLANEOUS PIECES, vix. 


BREAMES, , CUCKOWE & NIGH FVINGALE, 
ASSEMBLE OF FOULES, | GODE COUNSAILE, 
PYTE 15 DEDE, * A,B,C, 

Se. Sc. Cc. 


But nathcles certain 
Ican right now no thrifty Tale ſain, 
But CHAUCER, (though he can but lewedly 
On metres and on riming craftily ) 
Hat h ſayd hem in ſwiche Engliſh as he can 
Of olde time, a knoweth many a man; 
And if he have not ſayd hem, leve brother, 
In o book, he bath ſayd bem in another 


Who fo tirat wol his large Volumeſcke. TALES, ver. 446. 


Dan CHAUCER, wellof Engliſh undefird, 

On Fame's eternal bead-roll worthy to be Id 

Old Dan Geffrey, in whoſe gentle ſpright 

The pure well-head of poetry did d well 

He whilſt he lived was the ſoveraigne head 

Of ſhepherds all------- SPENSER. 
Old CHAUCER, like the morning ſtar, 

To us diſcovers day from far ; 

His light thoſe miſts and clouds diffolv'd 

Which our dark nation long involy'd; 

But he deſcending to the ſhades 

Darkneſs gain the age invades. DENHAM. 
CHAUCER, him who firh with harmony inform'd 

The ianguage of Hur fathers---His legends blithe 

He ſang of love or knighthood, or the wiles 

Of homely life, thro” cach eflaic and age 

The faſhions and the follies of the world 

With cunning band portraying----- 

Him who in times 

Dark and untaught began with charming verſe 

To tame the rudenefs of his native land. AKENSIDE, 


—— — — — — — —— —— 


EDINBURG: 
&T THz Apollo Preſs, vr Tur mManTING, 
Anno I 782. 
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CHAUCER'S DREAM R, mY 


' 

18:1 
. 
Never before the year 1597 printed, that which heretofore i \ | 
hath gone under the name of bis Dreame is The Book of the 4 j | 
Ducbeſſe, or, The Death of Slanch Ducheſſe of Lancaſter. | 115 


Wasn Flora, the quene of Pleſaunce, 

Had whole achievid th' obeyſaunce 

Of the freſh aud the new ſeſon 

Thorow out every region, 

And with her mantle whole covert ll 
That wintir made had diſcovert, 

Of avinture withoutin light 

In May I lay upon a night 

Alone, and on my lady thought, 

And how the Lord that her ywrought 10 


Chaucer*s Dreame] This Dreame, deviſed by Chaucer, ſe- 
meth to be a covert report of the mariage ofJohn of Gaunt, the 
king's ſonne, with Blanch the daughter of Henry Duke of Lan- 
caſter, who after long love (during the time hett the poet 
faineth them to be dead) were in the end by conſent of frien.'s 
happily maried, figured by a bird bringing in her bill an hearbe 
which reſtored them to lyte againe. Here alio is thewed Chau- 
cer's match with a certain geatlewoman, who although the 
was a ſtranger was notwithſtanding fo well liked and loved of 
the Lady Blanch and her lord, as Chancer himſelſe alſo was, 
that gladly they concluded a marriage betweene them. Urry 
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6 CHAUCER'S DREAME, 


Couth well entayle in imagery, 
And ſhewid had grete maiſtiry, 
When ke in ſo litil a ſpace 
Made ſuch a body and a face, 
So grete beautie with ſwich fetures, 
More than in othir creatures; 
And in my thoughtis as | lay 
Within a lodge out of the way, 
Beſide a well in a foreſt, 
Where aftir hunting I toke reſt, 
Nature and kind fo in me wrought 
That halfe on flepe they me ybrought, 
And gan to dreme to my thinking 
With mind of knowliche like making, 
For what I dremid, as me thought, 
1 ſaw it, and I ſleptin nought, 
Wherefore is yet my full beleve 
That ſome gode ſpirit that ilke eve, 
By mene of ſome curions port, 
Bare me where I ſaw payne and ſport; 
But whether it were 1 woke or ſlept 
Well wot | oft | lough and wept; 
Wherefore | woll in remembraunce 
Put whole the payne and the pleſaunce, 
Which was to me axin and hele; 
Would God ye wilt it everydele, 
Or at the leſt ye might o night 
Of ſuch anothir have a fight, 
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CHAUCER'sS DREAME, 


Although it were to you a payne, 

Yet on the mo'row ye would be fayne, 
And wiſh that it might long endure, 
Then might ye ſay ye had gode cure, 
For he that dremes and wenes he ſe 
Mochil the bettir yet maie he 

Ywit what, and of whom, and where, 
And eke the laſſe it woll hindere 

To thinke I ſe this with mine eene, 
Iwis this may not dreme kene, 

But ſigne or a ſignifiaunce 

Of haſty thing ſouning pleſaunce; 

For on this wiſe upon a night, 

As ye have herd, withoutin light, 

Not all wakyng ne full on flepe, 
About ſuch hour as lovirs wepe 

And crie aftir ther ladies grace, 

Befell me tho this wondir cace, 

Which ye ſhall here, and all the wiſe, 
So wholly as I can deviſe: 

In playne Engliſh evill writtin, 

For flepe writir, well ye wittin, 
Fxcufid is though he do mis 

More than one whiche that waking is, 
Wherefore here of your gentilneſſe 
you requyre my boiſtouſneſle 
Ye lettin paſſe as thinge rude, 
And herith what | woll conclude, 
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8 CHAUCER'S DREAME. 


And of the' endityng taketh no hede, 
Ne of the termes, ſo God you ſpede, 
But let all paſſe as nothing were, 

For thus befell, as you ſhall here. 
Within an yle methought I was 
Where wall and yate was all of glaſſe, 

And ſo was cloſid round about 
That leveleſſe none come in ne out, 
Uncouth and ſtraunge to behold, 
For every yate of fine gold 

A thouſand fanis aie turning 
Entunid had, and briddes ſinging 
Divers, and on eche fane a paire 
With opin mouth again the aire; 
And of a ſute were all the toures, 
Subtily corvin aftir floures, 

Of uncouth colours during aye, 
That nevir ben none ſene in May, 
With many a ſmall turret hie; 

But man on live could 1 non fie, 
Ne creturis, ſave ladies play, 
Which werin ſuch of ther array 
That as me thought of godelihed 
They paſſeden all and womanhed, 
For to behold them daunce and ſing 
It ſemid like none erthly thing, 
Such was ther uncouth countinaunce 


In every play of right uſaunce, 
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CHAUCER'S DREAME, 


Ami of one age everichone 
They ſemid all ſave onely one, 
Which had of yeris ſuffiſaunce, 


For ſhe might neythir ſing ne daunce, 


But yet her countenaunce was fo glad, 


As ihe ſo fewe yeris had had 

As any ladie that was there, 

And as litil it did her dere 

Of Iuftines to laugh and tale 

As ſhe had full ſtufſid a male 

Of diſportis and new playis ; 

Faire had ſhe ben in her dayis, 

And maiſtreſſe ſemid well to be 

Of all that luſty companie, 

And ſo ſhe might, I you enſure, 

For one the conningiſt creture 

She was, and ſo ſaid everichone, 
That er hcr knew, there failid none, 
For ſhe was ſober, and well aviſed, 
And from every fault diſguiſed, 


And nothing uſed but faith and truth; 


That ſhe n'as young it was grete ruth, 
For every where and in ech place 

She govirnid her, that in grace 

She ſtode alway with pore and riche, 
Thar at a word was none her liche, 
Ne halſe ſo' able maiſtres to be 

To ſuch a luſty companie. 
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10 CHAUCER'S DREAM. 


Befell me ſo, when | aviſed 
Thad the yle that me ſuſſiſed, 
And whole th' eſtate every where 
That in the luſty yle was there, 
Which was more wondir to deviſe 
Than is the joyous paradiſe, 
I dare well ſay, for floure ne tre, 
Ne thing wherein pleſaunce might be, 
There faylid none, for every wight, 
Had they deſirid day and night 
Richis and hele, beauty and eſe, 
With every thing that them might pleſe, 
But thinke and have, it coſt no more; 
In ſuch a country there before 
Had i not ben ne herdin tell 
That li vis creature might dwell. 
And when I had thus all about 
The yle aviſid thoroughout 
The ſtate, and how they were arayed, 
In my hert | wexe well appayed, 
And in my ſelfe I me aſſured 
That in my body' I was well ured, 
Sithin | might have ſuch a grace 
To ſe the ladies and the place, 
Which were ſo faire, | you enſure, 
That to my dome though that Nature 
Would evir ſtrive and do her paino 
She ſhould not con ne mow attaine 
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CHAUCER's DREAME., 


he left feture for to amend, 


Though ſhe would all her conning ſpende, 


That unto beautie might availe, 

t were but paine and loſt travaile, 
Such part in ther nativitie 

Was then alargid of beautie; 

And eke they had a thing notable 
Unto ther deth ay durable, 


And was, that ther beauty ſhould dure, 


Which was nevir ſene in creture, 
Save onily there (as | trow) 

t ne hath not be wiſt ne know, 
Wherefore | praiſe with ther conning 
That during beautie, riche thing, 
Had they ben of ther lives certaine 
They had ben quite of every paine. 
And when I wend thus all have ſene 
The ſtate, the riches, that might bene, 
That me thought impoſſible were 

To ſe one thing more than was there 
That to beautie or glad conning 

der ve or availe might any thing, 

All ſodainly as I there ſtode 

This lady, that couth ſo much gode, 
Unto me came with ſmiling chere, 
And ſaid, Benedicite / this yere 

aw I nevir man here but you 

Tell me how ye come hidir now, 
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12 CHAUCER'S DREAME. 


And your name, and where that ye dwell, 


And whom ye ſeke eke mote ye tell, 
And how ye come be to this place; 


The ſoth well told may cauſe you grace, | 


And ellis ye mote priſoner be 
Unto the ladies here and me 


That have the governaunce of this yle; 


And with that word ſhe gan to ſmile, 
And fo did all the luſty rout 

Of ladies that ſtode her about. 
Madame, (quod I) this night ypaſt 
Lodgid I was and flepte faſt 

In a foreſt beſide a well, 


And now am here, how ſhould I tell? 


Wot I not by whoſe ordinance, 

But onely Fortune's purveiance, 

Which puttith many, as I geſſe, 

To travaile, paine, and huſiueſſe, 

And lettith nothing for ther truth, 

But ſome fleeth ebe, and that is ruth, 

Wherefore | doubt her brittilnes, 

Her variance and unſtedſaſlnes, 

So that I am as yet afratd, 

And of my beyng here amaid, 

For wondir thing it ſemith me 

Thus many ſreſh ladies to fe 

So faire, ſo cunning, and ſo yong, 

And no man dwelling them among; 
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CHAUCER'S DREAME, 13 


N'ot I not how l hidir come, 
a Madame, (quod I) this all and ſome: 
What ſhould ! faine a long proceſſe 
To you, that ſeme ſuch a princeſſe? 210 
What pleſith you commaund or ſay, 
Here | am redy to obay 
$5 To my powir, and all fulfill, 
And priſonir bide at your will, 
Till you duly enformid be 215 
Of every thing ye aſke me. 
This lady there right well apaid 
Me by the hande ytoke, and ſaid, 
Welcome, priſoner adventurus, 
Right glad am I ye have ſaid thus, 220 
And ſor ye doubt me to diſpleſe : 
I will aſſay to do you eſe: 
And with that word, ye, right anon, 
She and the ladies everichon 
Aſſemblid, and to counſaile went, 225 
And aftir that ſone for me ſent, 
And to me ſaid on this manere, 
200 All word for word, as ye ſhall here: 
To ſe you here us thinke marvaile, 
And how withoutin bote or ſaile, 230 
By any ſubtilty or wyle, 
Ye get have entre in this yle, 
205 But not for that yet ſhall ye ſe 
That we gentill women ybe, 
Volume XI. B 
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Loth to diſpleſin any wight, 
Notwithſtanding our gretè right; 
And for ye ſhall well undirſtond 
The olde cuſteme of this lond, 
Which hath continued many yere, 
Ye ſhall well wete that with us here 
Ye may not bide, for cauſis twaine 
Which we be purpoſed you to ſaine. 
The one is this; our ordinance, 
Which is of long continuance, 
Ne woll not, ſothly we you tell, 
That no man here among us dwell, 
Wherefore ye mote nedis retourne; 
In no wife may you here ſojourne. 

The othir is eke, that our quene 
Out of the relme, as ye maie ſene, 
Is, and may be to us a charge 
If we let goe yon here at large, 

For whiche cauſe the more we doubt 
To doe a fault while ſhe is out, 
Or ſuſhir that may be noyſance 
Againe our old accuſtomance. 

And when I had theſe cauſis twaine 
Yherd, o God! what mochil paine 
All ſodainly about mine hert 
There came at onis, and how ſmert! 
In creping ſoft as who ſhould ſtele 
Or doe me robbe of all mine hele, 
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CYHAUCER'S DREAME, 


And made me in my thought ſo fraid 
That in courage [ ſtode diſmaid; 

And ſtanding thus, as was my grace, 

A lady came more than apace, 

With a huge preiſè her about, 

And told how that the quene without 
Was arivid, and would come in; 

Well were they that hidir might twin 
They hied ſo they would not abide 
The bridiling ther horſe to ride, 

By five, by ſixe, by two, by thre; 
There was not one abode with me; 
The quene to mete everichone 

They went, and bode with me not one; 
And | went aftir a ſoft paſe, 

Imagining how to purchaſe 

Grace of the quene there to abide 

Till gode fortune ſome happy guide 
Me ſendin might, that would me bring 


Where I was borne, to my wonniug, 


For way ne fote ne knew I none, 
Ne whithirward | n'ifl to gone, 
For all was ſe about the yle; 
No wondir though me liſt not ſmile, 
Seing the caſe uncouth and ſtraunge; 
And ſo in like a perilous chaunge, 
Imagi'ning thus walking alone 
I ſaw the ladies everichone, 
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16 CHAUCER'S DREAME, 


So that I might ſomwhat offer, 

Sone aftir that I drew me nere, 

And tho | was ware of the quene, 
And how the ladies on ther knene 
With joyous words gladly adviſed 
Her welcomed ſo that it ſuſhſed 
Though ſhe the princes whole had be 
Of all environed is with ſe; 

And thus aviſing with chere ſad 

All ſodainly I was right glad, 

That gretir joy, as mote | thrive, 

I trow had nevir man on live 

Than I tho, ne an hert more light, 
When of my lady | had fight, 
Which with the quene ycome was there, 
And in one clothing both they were; 
A knight alſo there well beſene 

I ſaw that come was with the quene, 
Of whom the ladies of that yle 

Had huge wondir a long while, 

Till at the laſt right ſobirly 

The quene her ſelf full cunningly, 
With ſofte wordis in gode wiſe, 

Said to the ladies yong and nile, 

My ſiſtirs, how it hath befall 

I trow ye know it one and all 

That of long time here have | bene 
Within this yle biding as quene, 
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Living at eſe, that nevir wight 
More parfit joy havin ne might, 
And to you ben of govirnance 

Such as you found in whole pleſance, 
In every thing as ye know 

Aſtir our cuſtome and our low, 
Which how they firſt yfoundin were 
I trow ye wote all the manere; 

And who the quene is of this yle, 

As | have ben this longs while, 

Ech ſevin yeres mote of uſage 

Viſit the hevenly armitage 

Which on a rock ſo high yflonds, 

In ſtrange ſe out from all londs, 
That to makin the pilgrimage 

Is called a long peri'lous viage, 

For if the wind be not gode frend 
The journey duris to the end 

Of him whiche that it undirtakes; 
Of twenty thouſand one not ſcapes; 
Upon which rock growith a tre 
That certaine yeres beres applis thre, 
Which thre applis who ſo may have 
Ben from all diſpleſaunce yſave 

That in the ſevin yere may fall, 
This wote ye well bothe one and all, 
For the ſirſt apple and the hext 
Which ygrowith unto you next 
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18 CHAUCFR'S DREAME; 


Yhath thre vertues notable, 
And kepith youth aie durable, 
Beauty and loke evir in one, 
And is the beſt in everichone, 

The ſecond apple red and grene, 
Onely with lokis of your yene 
You nouriſhis in-grete pleſaunce 
Bettir than partridge or feſaunce, 
And fedis every liv'is wight 
Pleſantly onely with the ſight. 

And the third apple of the thre, 
Which growith lowiſt on the tre, 
Who it beris ne may not faile 
That to his pleſaunce may availe, 

So your pleſure and beauty rich 

Your during youth evir yliche, 

Your truth, your cunning, and your wele, 
Hath aye flourid, and your gode hele, 
Without ſicknes or diſpleſaunce, 

Or thing that to you was noyſaunce, 
So that you have as goddeſſes 

Livid above all princeſſes : 

Now is befall, as ye may ſe, 

To gathir theſe ſaid applis thre, 
have not failed againe the day 
Thithirwardis to take the way, 
Wening to ſpede as | had oft; 

But when I come I find aloft 
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CHAVCER'Ss DREAME, 19 


My ſiſtir, which that here yſtands, 375 
Having thoſe applis in her hands, 
Aviſing them, and nothing ſaid, 

9 But lokid as ſhe were well paid; 
And as I ſtode her to behold, 
Thinking how my joyis were cold 380 
Sich I thoſe applis have ne might, 
Evin with that ſo came this knight, 

55 And in his armes of me aware 
Me toke, and to his {hip me bare, 
And ſaid, though him I ner had ſene 385 
Yet had | long his lady ben, 
Wherefore | ſhould with him ywend, 

60 And he would to his liv'is end 
My ſervant be, and gan to ſing 
As one that had wonne a rich thing: 390 
Tho were my ſpirits fro me gone 
So ſodainly evèrichone 

365 That in me apperid but deth, 
For I felt neithir life ne breth, 
Ne gode ne harme none I knewe; 395 
The ſodaine paine me was ſo new, 
That had not the haſty grace be 

370 Of this lady, that fro the tre 

Ot her gentilneſſe ſo hyid 
Me to comfort I had dyid, 400 
And of her thre applis ſhe one 
Into mine hand there put anone, 


70 CHAUCER'S DREAME, 


Which brought againe my mind and breth, 
And me recovered from the deth ; 
Wherefore to her ſo am I hold 

That for her all things do wold, 

For ſhe was lech of all my ſmert, 

And from grete paine ſo quite mine hert, 
And, as God wote, right as ye here 

Me to comfort with frendly chere 

She did her proweſſe and her might; 
And truly eke ſo did this knight 

In that he couth, and oftin feid 

That of my wo he was ill paid, 

And curled the fliip that them there brought, 
The maſt, the maſtir that it wrought ; 
And as ech thing mote have an end, 

My ſiſtir here, your brothir frend, 

Con with her words ſo womanly 

This knight entrete and conningly, 

For mine honour and his alſo, 

And ſaid that with her we ſhould go 
Both in her ſhip, where ſhe was brought, 
Which was ſo wondirfully wrought, 

So clene, ſo rich, and fo araid, 

That we were both content and paid; 
And me to comfort and to pleſe, 

And mine hert for to put at eſe, 

She toke grete paine in litil while, 

And thus hath brought us to this yle, 
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As ye may ſe; wherfore echone 

I pray you thanke her one and one 

As hertly as ye can deviſe 

Or imagine in any wile, 

At once there tho men mightin ſeen 

A world of ladies fall on kneen 

'Fore my lady, that there about 

Was left none ſtanding in the rout, 

But altogither they went at ones 

To knele; they ſpared not for the ſtones, 
Ne for eſtate, ne for ther blode ; 

Well ſhewid there they couth much gode: 
To my lady they made ſuch feſt, 

And with ſuch wordis, that the leſt 

So frendly and fo faithfully 

Yſaid was and ſo cunningly, 

That wondir was, ſeing ther youth, 

To here the language that they couth, 
And wholly how they governed were 

In thanking of my lady there, 

And ſaid by will and maundement 

They were at her commaundement, 
Which was to me as grere a joy 

As winning of the toune of Troy 

Was to the hardy Grekis ſtrong 

When they it wan with ſiege long, 

To ſe my lady? in ſuch a place, 

And fo recevid as ſhe was. 
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And when they talkid had a while 
Of this and that, and of the yle, 
My lady and the Jadies there, 
Altogithir as they ywere, 

The quene her ſelf began to play, 
And to the agid lady ſay, 

Now ſemith you not gode it were, 
Sith we be alcogithir here, 

To ordaine and deviſe the beſt 

To ſet this knight and me at reſt, 
For Woman is a feble wight 

To rere a warre againſt a knight ; 
And ſith he here is in this place, 
At my leſt in dangir or grace, 

It were to me grete villany 

To do him any tiranny; 

But ſaine I would, now will ye here, 
In his owne country that he were, 
And ſ in pece and he at eſe; 

This were a way us both to pleſe; 
If it might be 1 you beſeche 

With him hereof you fall in ſpeche. 
This lady tho began to ſmile, 
Aviſing her a litil while, 

And with glad chere ſhe ſaid anone, 
Madam, I will unto him gone, 
And with him ſpeke, and oftin fele 
What he deſitis every dele; 
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And ſobirly this lady tho 

Her ſelfe, and othir ladies two 

She toke with her, and with ſad chere 

Said to the knight on this manere ; 490 
Sir, the grete princes of this yle, 

Whom for your pleſance many a mile 

Ye ſought have, as I undirſtond, 

Till at the laſt ye have her fond, 

Me ſent hath here, and ladies twaine, 495 
To herin all thing that ye ſaine; 

And ſor what cauſe ye have her fought 

Faine would ſhe wote, and whole your thought, 
And why you do her all this wo, 

And for what cauſe you be her fo, zoo 


And why of every wight unware 


By force ye to your ſhip her bare, 
That ſhe ſo nigh ywas agone 


That mind ne ſpech ne had ſhe none, 


„ 1 o 


But as a painfull creiture 5g 
Dying abode, her advinture, 

That her to ſe indure that paine 

Here we all ſay unto you plaine 


Right on your ſelſe ye did amiſſe, 
Seing how ſhe a princes is. 5 to 


This knight, the which ycowth his gode, 


Right of his truth mevid his blode, 


That pale he woxe as any led, 
And lok't as tho he wold be ded; 
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Blode was there none in nothir cheke, 
Wordleſſe he was, and ſemid ſicke; 
And ſo it provid well he was, 

For without moving any paas, 

All ſodainly as thing dying, 

He fell at onis downe ſowning ; 

That for his wo this lady fraid 

Unito the quene her hyed, and ſaid, 
Cometh on anon, as have you bliſſe, 
But ye be wiſe; thing is amiſſe; 

This knight is ded or will be ſone, 
Lo! where he lyith in a ſwone 
Withoutin word or anſwiring. 

To that I have ſaid any thing; 
Wherefore | doubt moche that the blame 
Might be hindiring to your name, 
Which flourid hath ſo many yere, 

So longe that for nothing here 

I would in no wiſe that he dyed, 
Wherefore it gode were that ye hyed, 
His life to ſavin at the leſt ; 

And aſtir that his wo be ceſt 
Commaundith him to voide or dwell, 
For in no wiſe dare I more mell 

Of thing wherein ſuch perill is 

As like is now to fall of this. 

This quene right tho, full of grete fere, 
With all the ladies preſent there, 
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Unto the knight came where he lay, 

And made a lady to him ſay, 

Lo! here the quene; awake, for ſhame! 

What will you doe? is this gode game? 

Why lye you here? what is your mind? 

Now is well ſene your wit is blind, 

To fe ſo many ladies here 

And ye to make none othir chere; 

But as ye ſet them all at nought 

Ariſe for his love that you bought. 

But what ſhe ſaid a word not one 

He ſpake, ne anſwere gave her none. 

The quene of very pitty tho, 

Her worſhip and his life alſo 

To favin, there ſhe did her paine, 

And quoke for fere, and gan to ſaine, 

For woe, alas! what ſhall doe! 

What ſhall | ſay this man unto? 

If he die here loſt is my name: 

How ſhal | play this perillous game? 

If any thing be here amiſſe 

It ſhall be ſaid it rigour is, 

Whereby my name impayrin might ; 

And like to dic eke is this knight: 

And with that word her hand ſhe laid 

Upon his breſt, and to him ſaid, 

Awake, my knight! lo! it am! 

That to you ſpeke: now tell me why 
Volume AI. C 
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Ye fare thus, end this paine endure, 
Seing you be in country ſure, 

Among ſuch ſrends that would you hele, 
Your hert'is eſe eke and your wele ? 
A-4if | wilt what you might eſe, 

Oi know the thing that you might pleſe, 
you enſure it ſhould not faile 

'1'hat to your hele you might availe; 
Wherelore with all my hert | pray 

Ye riſe, and let us talke and play: 
And ſe how many ladies here 

Be comin for to make gode chert 

All was for nought, for ſtill as ſtone 
He lay, and word ne ſpoke he none; 
Long while was or he might braid; 
And of all that the quene had ſaid 

He wiſt no word ; but at the laſt 

O mercy ! twiſe he cryid faſt, 

That pittie was his voice to here, 

Or to behold his painefull chere, 
Which was not feined was well to ſein 
Both by his viſage and his eyn, 
Which on the quene at once he caſt, 
And ſighid as he would to braſt, 

And aſtir that eke he fhright ſo 

That wondir was to ſe his wo, 

Tor ſithin that payne was firſt named 
Was ner more wofull payne attained, 
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For with voyce ded he gan to plaine, 

And to himſelf: theſe wordis ſaine; 6c0 
I, wofull wight full of malure, 

Am worſe than ded, and yet I dure, 


77 And maugre any paine or deth 
Againſt my will 1 fele my breth : 
: Why n'am | ded. fith Int ſerve, 60z 
And ſith my lady will me ſterve? 
= Where art thou, Deth ? art thou agaſt ? 


580 Well ſhall we mete yet at the Laſt ; 
Though thou the hide it is for nought, 
For where thou dwelſt thou ſnalt be fought: G6ro 
Maugre thy ſubtul 4:uble face 
Hexe will I die right in this place. 
385 . Io thy diſhonour and myne eſe 
Thy mannir is no wight to pleſe: 
What nedis the, fith | the ſeche, 615 
So the to hide, my payne to eche ? 
And well woſt thou ! will not live 
590 Who would me all this world here give, 
Ss For! have with my cowardiſe 
Loſt joy, and hele, and my ſerviſe, 620 
Ard made my ſoveraigne lady ſo 
That while ſhe lives | trow my to 
59s i She will be evir to herend; . 
Thus have I neithir joy ne frend. 
Wote l not whethir haſt or ſloth 625 
Hath cauſid this now by my troth, 
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For at the hermitage full hie, 
When | her ſaw firſt with myne eye, 
I hyid till 1 was aloft, 
And made my pace ſmall and ſoft, 639 
Till in mine armes I had her faſt, 
And to my ſhip bare at the laſt, 

Whereof ſhe was diſpleſid fo 
That endles there ſemid her wo, 

And l thereof had fo grete fere "O35 
"That me repent that I come there, 

Which haſt I trow gan her diſpleſe, 

And is the cauſe of my diſcſe. 

And with that word he gan to cry, 

Now Deth, Deth, come, twyis or thry, 640 
And motrid | n'ot what of ſlouth : 

And even with that the quene of routh 

Him in her armis toke, and ſayd, 

Now, mine owne knight! be' not ill apayd 

That j a lady to you ſent 645 
"Co have knowledge of your entent, 

For in gode faith I men't but well, 

And would ye wilt it every dele, 

Nor will not do to you ywis; 

And with that word the gan him kiſſe, 650 
And prayed him rift, and ſaid ſhe would 

His welfare by her truth. and told 

Him how the was for his diſeſe 

Right ſory, and faine would him pleſe, 
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His ly fe to ſave. Theſe wordis tho 
She ſaid to him, and man mo, 
In comforting, for from the paine 
She would he were delivered faine, 
The knight tho up ycaſt his een, 
And when he ſaw it was the quene 
That to him had theſe wordis ſaid, 
Right in his wo he gan to braid, 
And him up dreſſis for to knele, 
The quene aviſing wondir wele; 
But as he roſe he ovirthrew, 
Wherefore the quene yet eft anew 
Him in her armis anone toke, 
And pitiouſly gan on him loke; 
But for all that nothyng ſhe ſayd, 
Ne fpake not like ſhe were well payd, 
Ne no chere made nor fad ne light, 
zut all in one to every wight 
There was ſene conning with eſtate 
In her without noyſe or debate, 
For fave onely a loke piteous 
Oi womenhed undiſpiteous, 
That ſhe ſhowid in countinance, 
Far femed her hert from obeifance, 
And not for that ſhe did ker reine 
Him to recovir from the peine, 
And his hert for to put at large, 


For her entent was to his barge 
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Him ſor to bryng agaynſt the eve, 

With certaine ladies, and take leve, 

And pray him of his gentilneſſe 

To ſuffir her thenceforth in pece, 
As othir princis had before, 

And from thenceforth for evirmore 
She would him worſhip in all wiſe 
That gentilneſſe ymight deviſe, 
And payne her wholly to fulfill 

In honour his pleſure and will. 

And during thus this knightis wo, 
Preſent the quene and othir mo, 
My lady' and many' an othir wight, 
Ten thouſand ſhippis at a ſight 

I ſaw come oer the wawy flode 
With ſayle and ore, that as I ſtode 
Them to behold I gan marvaile 
From whom might come ſo many' a ſaile, 
For ſith the tyme that | was bore 
Such a navie there ne're before 
Had | not ſene, ne ſo arayed, 

That for the ſight my hert yplayed 
Aye to and fro within my breſt 
For joy; long was or it would reſt ; 
For there was ſaylis full of floures, 
Aftir caſtils with hnge toures, 
Yſeming full of armis bright, 
hat wondir luſty was the ſight, 
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With large toppis and maſtis long, 
Richly depeint, and reare among 


At certaine timis gan repayre 


Smale birdis doune from the aire, 

And on the ſhippis bounds about 
Yſate and ſong with voyce full out 
Ballades and layes right joyoully, 

As they cowth ih ther harmony, 
That you to write that | there ſe 
Mine cxcuſe is it may not be; 

For why ? the mattir were to long 

Jo name the birds and write ther ſong; 
Whereof anon the tydings there 

Unto the quene lone brought ywere, 
With many” alas and many* a doubt, 
Shewivg the ſhippis there without: 
Tho gan the agid lady wepe, 

And ſaid, Alas! our joy on flepe 

Sone ſhal be brought, ye, long or night, 
For we difcried ben by this knight, 
For certes it may none othir be 

But he is of yond companie, 

And they be come him here to ſeche; 
And with that word her faylid ſpeche. 
Without reme'dy we be deſtroid, 

Full ofc ſaid all, and gan conclude 
Wholy at onis at the laſt 

That beſt was ſhit ther yatis faſt, 
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And arme them all in gode langage, 
As they had done of old uſage, 

And of ſayre wordis make ther ſhot; 
This was ther counſaile and the knot, 
And othir purpoſe toke they none, 
But armid thus forth they all gone 
Toward the wallis of the yle; 

But or they comin there long while 
They mettin the grete lord of bove 
That callid is the god of Love, 

Ihat them aviſid with ſuch chere, 
Right as he with them angry were : 
Avaylcd them not ther wals of glaſſe; 
"This mighty lord let not to paſſe 
The ſhuttyng of ther yatis faſt; 

All they had ordained was but waſt; 
For when his ſhips had foundin land 
This lord anon, with how in hand, 
Into this yie with huge preſe 

YVhyid faſt, and would not ceſe 

Till he came there the knight ylay: 
Of quene ne lady by the way 

Foke he no hede, but forth he paſt, 
And yet all followed at the laſt. 

And when he came where lay the knight 
Well ſhewid he lie had grete might, 
And forth the quene callid anone 
And all the ladies everichone, 
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And to them ſaid, Is not this routh, 

To ſe my ſervaunt for his trouth 

Thus lene, thus ſicke, and in this payne, 
And wot not unto whom to playne, 
Save onely one withontin mo, 

Which might him hele, and is his fo ? 
And with that word his hevy brow 

He ſheweld the quene, and lokid row. 
This mighty lord forth tho anone 

With o loke her faultis echone 

Ne can her ſhew in litil ſpech, 
Commaunding her to be his lech. 
Withoutin more, ſhortly to ſay, 

He thought the quene ſone ſhould obay, 
And in his hond he ſhoke his bow, 

And ſaid right ſone he would be know; 
And for ſhe had ſo long refuſed 

His ſervice, and his lawes not uſed, 

He let her wit that he was wroth, 


And bent his bow, and forth he goth 


| A pace or two, and evin there 


A large draught up to his ere 
He drew, and with an arrow ground 


Bothe ſharpe and new the quene a wound 


He gave that perſed unto the hert, 


SE Waich aftirward full fore gan ſmert, 


And was not whole of many yere; 


And even with that Be of gode chere, 
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My knight, quod he; I will the hele, 
And the reſtore to parfite wele, 
And for ech payne thou haſt endured 
To have two joies thou art enured; 
And forth he paſſid by the rout, 
With ſobir chere walking about, 
And what he ſaid I thought to here; 
Well wiſt he which his ſervaunts were: 
And as he paſſed anon he fond 
My lady”, and her toke by the hond, 
And made her chere as a goddes, 
And of Beaute called her Princes, 
Of Bounty eke gave her the name, 
And ſuayd there was nothyng to blame 
In her, but ſhe was vertuous, 
Saving ſhe wonld no pity uſe, 
Which was the cauſe that he her ſought 
To put that far out of her thought; 
And ſithin ſhe had whole richeſſe 
Of womanhed and frendlineſſe, 
He ſaid it was nothing fitting 
To void Pity his owne leggyng ; 
Aud gan her prech and with her play, 
And of her beauty told her aie, 
And ſaid ſhe was a creature 
Of whom the name ſhould endure, 
And in bokis full of pleſaunce 
Be put for er in remembraunce; 
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795 And as me thoughtin more frendly, 
Unto my lady and godelily 
He ſpake than any that was there; 8 
And for the' applis I trow it were 
That ſhe had in poſſeſſion, 
8: [& Wherefore long in proceſſion 
Many a pace arme undir other 
He welke, and ſo did with none other: 830 
But what he would commaund or ſay 
Forthwith ncdis all muſt obay, 
And what he deſired at the left 
Of my lady was by requeſt : 
And when they long together had bene 825 
He brought my lady to the quenc, 
And to her ſaid, So God you ſpede 
Shew grace, and conſent, that is nede. 
My lady tho full conningly, 
Right well aviſed and womanly, 840 
Downe gan to knele upon the floures 
Which Aprill nouriſhed had with ſhoures, 
And to this mighty lord gan ſay, 
That plefith you I woll obay, 
And me reſtraine from othir thought; 645 
As ye woll all thyng ſhall be wrought : 
; And with that word kneling ſhe quoke, 
810 That mighty lord in armes her toke, 
| And ſaid, You have a ſet vaunt, one | 
That truir living is there none, $59 
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Wherefore gode were, ſeing his trouth, 
That on his painis ye had routh, 

And purpoſe you to here his ſpech, 
Fully aviſid him to lech, 

For of one thyng ye may be ſure, 

He will be yours while he may dure. 
And with that word right on his game 
Me thought he lough, and told my name, 
Which was to me marvaile and fere, 
That what to do Ine wilt there, 

Ne whethir was me bet or none 

There to abide or thus to gone, 

For well wend | my lady wold 

Imagin or deme | had tuld 

My counſaile whole, or made complaint 
Unto that lord, that mighty faint, 

So verily ech thing unſought 

He ſaid as he had knowne my thought, 
And told my trouth and mine uneſe 
Bet than 1 couth have for mine cle, 
Though I had ſludied all a weke:: 

Woll wiſt that lord that l was ſeke, 
And would be lechid wondir faine; 

No man me blame, mine was the paine. 
And when this lord had all ylaid, 

And long while with my lady plaid, 
She gan to ſmile with ſpirit glade; 
This was the anſwere that ſto made, 
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Which put me there in double peine, 

That what to do ne what to ſcine 

Wilt I not, ne what was the beſt; 

Ferre was my hert then ſro his reſt, 

For as I thought that ſmiling ſigne 

Was tokin that the hert encline 

Would to requeſtis reſonable, 

Becauſe Smiling is favorable 

To every thing that ſball thrive, 

So thoughtin | tho anon blive 

That Worldlcſſe anſeere in no toun 

Was tane for obli cactuun, 

Ne callid ſurety in no wiſe 

Amongſt them that callid ben wiſe: 

Thus was lin a joyous dout, 

Sure and un{urilt of that rout; 

Right as mine hert ythought it were 

So more or leſſe wexin my fcre, 

That if one thought ymade it wele 

Anothir ſhent it everydcle, 

Till at the laſt | couth oo more, 

But purpoſe d as I did before 

To ſerve truly my lyv'is ſpace, 

Awalting er the yere of grace, 

Which may ylall vet or | ſerve, 

If that it pleſe her that I ſerve, 

And ſervid have, aud woll do ever, 

For thyng is nons that me 18 lever 
Jilume XA. 
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28 CUAUCER'SDREAME, 


Than is her ſervice, whoſe preſence 
Mine heven is whole, and her abſence 
An hell all full of divers paines, 
Whych to the deth full oft me ſtraines. 
Thus in my thoughtis as | ſtode, 

That unncth felt l harme ne gode, 

I ſaw the quene a litil paas 

Come where this mighty lord ywas, 
And knelid downe in preſence there 
Of all the ladies that there were, 

With ſobir countinaunce aviſed, 

In few wordis that well ſuſſiſed, 

And to this lerd anon preſent 

A bill, wherein whole her entent 

Was writtin, and how ſhe beſought, 
As he knew every will and thought, 
"That of his godhed and his grace 

He would forgyve all old treſpace, 
And undiſpleſed be of time paſt, 

For ſhe would evir be ſtedfaſt, 

And in his ſervice to the deth 

Uſe every thought while ſhe had breth, 
And ſight and wept, and ſaid no more, 
Within was writtin all the ſore : 

At whyche bill the lord gan ſmyle, 
And ſaid he would within that yle 

Be lord and ſyre both eſt and welt, 
And ca!'d it there his new conqueſt, 
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CHAUCER'S DREAME. 


And in grete councell toke the quene; 
Long were the talis them betwene : 
And ovir ker bill he red thriſe, 


10 And wondir gladly gan deviſe 
1 Her fetures faire and her viſage, 
And bad gode thrift on that image, 

5 And ſaied he trowid her compleint 
Should aftir cauſe her be corſeint; 

15 ; And in his fleve he put the bill, 
Was there none that yknew his will, 
And forth he walke apace about, 

7 Beholding all the luſty rout, 
1 Halte in a thought with ſmiling chere, 

922 Tim at thelaſt, as ve ſhall here, 

N He turned unto the quene agcine, 
And faid, To morne here in this picine 
woll that ye be and all vours, 
hat pur poſid ben to were flours, 
925 boroof my luſty colour vſe, 
. lt may not be to you excuſe, 
x Ne to none of yours in no wiſe, 
p That able be to my ſerviſe; 
For as I ſaid have here beſore 
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I will be lord for evirmore 

Ot you, and of this yle, and all, 
And of all yours that havin ſhall 
Joy, pece, or eſe, or in pleſaunce 
Your livis uſe without noy ſaunce; 
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40 CRAUCER's DREAME, 


Here will I in ſtate be yſene, 

And turned his viſage to the quene, 
And you give knowledge of my will, 
And a ſull anſwere of your bill. 
Was there no nay, ne wordis none, 
But very' obeiſaunt ſemed echone; 
The quene and othir that were there 
Well ſemid it they had grete fere, 
And there toke lodging every knight, 
Was none departid of that night, 
And ſome to rede old romances 
Them occupied for ther pleſances, 
Some to make verèlaies and laies, 
And ſome to othir diverſe plaies, 
And I to me a romance toke, 

And as I reding was the boke 
Methovsht the ſphere had ſo run 
That it was riſing af the ſun, 

And ſuch a pres into the plaine 
Aſſemble gone, that with grete paine 
One might for othir go ne ſtand, 

Ne none take othir by the hand, 
Withoutin they diſtourbid were, 

So huge and gret the pres was there. 

And aftir that within two houres 

This mighty lord clad all in floures 
Of divers colours many” a paire 

In his citate up in the aire 
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CHAUCER'S DREAME, 


Well nigh two fathom, as his hight, 
He ſet him there in all ther ſight, 
And for the quene and for the knight, 
And for my lady' and every wight, 

ln haſt he ſent, ſo that ner one 

Was there abſcnt, but come echone: 
And when they thus aſlemblid were, 
As ye have herd me ſay you here, 
Without more tarrying on hight, 


There to be ſene of every wight, 


Up ſtode among the pres above 


A counſaylir, ſervaunt of Love, 


Which ſemid well of gret eſtate, 


: And ſhewid there how no debate 


Othir then godely might be uſed 


In gentilneſſe and he excuſed, 


Wherefore he ſaid his lord'is will 
Was every wight there ſhou!d be till 
And in pees, and of one accord, 

And thus commaundid at a word, 


And can his tongue to ſwiche language 


To turne, that yet in all mine age 
Herd Inevir ſo conningly 

Man ſpeke, ne halfe ſo faithfully, 
For every thing he ſaid there 
Senud as it inſelid were, 


Or approvid for very trew: 

Swiche was his cunning language newe, 
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CHAUCER'S DREAME, 


And well according to his chere, 
That where I be me thinke | here 
Him yet alway, when | mine one 
In any place may be alone: 
Firſt con he of the luſty yle 
All the aſtate in lityl whyle 
Rcherſe, and wholly every thing 
That cauſid there his lord's comming, 
And every wele and every wo, 
And for what cauſe eche thing was ſo 
Well ſhewed he there in eſie ſpech, 
And how the ſicke had nede of lech; 
And that whiche whole was and in grace 
He told plainly why ech thing was, 
And at the laſt he con conclude, 
Voidid every language rude, 
And ſaid, That prince, that mighty lord, 
Or his departing would accord 
All the parties were there preſent, 
And was the fine of his entent, 
Witneſſe his preſence in your ſight, 
Which fits among you in his might; 
And knelid downe withoutin more, 
And not o word yſpake he more. 

I'ho gan this mighty lord him dreſſe, 
With chere aviſed, to do largeile, 
Aud ſaid unto this knight and me, 
all to joy reſtorid be, 
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CHAUCER's DREAME, 


And for ye have ben true ye twaine 
graunt you here for every paine 

A thouſand joies every weke, 

And loke ye be no lengir ſeke, 

And both your ladies, lo hem here! 
Take ech his own; beth of gode chere, 
Your happie day is new begun 

Sith it was riſing of the ſun, 

And to all othir in this place 

I graunt wholly to ſtand in grace 
That ſervith truely without ſlouth, 
And to avauncid he by trouth. 

Tho gan this knight and I downe knele, 
Wening to doin wondir wele, 

Seing, O lord! your grete mercy 

Us hath enriched ſo opinly 

That we deſerve may nevir more 
The leſtè part, but evirmore 

With ſoule and body truely ſerve 

Yeu and yours till that we yſterve: 
And to ther ladies there they ſtode 
This knight, that couth ſo milil gode, 
went in haſt, and I alſo; 

Joyous and glad werin we tho, 

And al ſo rich in every thought 

As he that all hath and ought nought, 
And them beſought in humble wiſe 
Us to accept to ther ſervice, 
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44 CHAUCER'S DREAME, 


And ſhew us of ther frendly cheres, 

Which in ther treſure many yeres 

They keptin had, us to grete paine, 

And told how ther ſervauntis twaine 

We were, would be, and ſo had ever, 

And to the deth chaunge would we never, 

Ne doe offence, ne thinke like ill, 

But fill ther ordinance and will; 

And made our othis freſhe and new, 

Our old ſervice for to renew, 

And wholly ther's for evirmore 

We there become ; what might we more ? 

And well awaiting that in flouth 

We made no fault ne in our trouth, 

Ne thought not do, I you enſure, 

With our will, whilis we may dure, 
This ſeſon paſt, againe an eve 

This lord of the quene toke his leve, 

And ſaid he would haſtely returne, 

And at gode leiſure there ſojourne, 

Both for his honour and his eſe, 

Commaunding faſt the knight to pleſe, 

And gave his ſtatutes in papirs, 

And orderit divers officirs, 

And forth to ſhip the ſame night 

He went, and ſone was out of fight, 

And on the morow when the aire 

Attemprid was and wondir faire, 
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CHAUCER'S BREAME, 


Irly at riſing of the ſun, 

Aſtir the night away was run, 
Yplaving us on the rivage, 

My lady ſpake of her voyage, 

And ſaid ſhe madin ſmall journies, 
And held her in Kraunge counteries, 
And forthwith to the quene went, 
And ſhewed her wholly her entent, 
And toke her leve with chere weping, 
'That pitty was to ſe that parting ; 

For to the quene it was a paine, 

As to a martyr new yſlaine, 

That for her wee, and ſhe ſo tender, 
Yet | wepe oft when remember: 
She offerid there to teſigne 

To my lady eight times or nine 

Th' aſtate, the yle, ſhortly to tel], 

If it might ple ſe her there to dwell, 
And ſaid, for evir her linage 

Should to my lady doe homage, 

And hers be whole withoutin more, 
Ye, and all thers ſor evirmore, 

Nay, God forbid! my lady eſt, 

With many conning word and ſoft, 
Said, that evir ſuch a thing ſhould bene 
That I conſent ſhould that a quene 

Of your eſtate, and fo well named, 

in any wile ſhould be attamed, 
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36 CUAUCER'S DREAur. 


But would be faine with all my hert, 
What ſo befell or how me ſmert, 

To doin thing that you might pleſe 

In any wiſe or be your eſe, 

And kiſhd there and bad gode night, 
For which leve wept many a wight. 
There might men here my lady praiſed, 
And ſuch a name of her araiſed, 

What of cunning and frendlineſſe, 
What of beauty with gentilneſſe, 

And what of glad and frendly cheres 
That ſhe uſid in all her yeres, 

That wondir was here every wight 

To ſay well how they did ther might, 
And with a pres upon the morow 

To ſhip her brought, and what a forow 
They made when the ſhould undir ſaile, 
That and ye wilt ye would mervaile. 


Forth gocth the ſhip, out goeth the ſond, 


And las a wode man unbond, 

For doubt to be left behind there, 
Into the fe withoutin fere 

Anon Uran, til! with a waw 

All ſodenly I was oerthraw, 

And with the watir to and fro 
Eackward and {orward travailed fo 
That mind and breth nigh was ygone, 
For gode ne harme ne knew I none, 
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CUAUCER'S DREAME, 


Til at the laſt with hokis tweine 

Men of the ſhip with mikil peine 

To fave my life did fuch travaile 

That and ye wiſt ye would mervaile, 
And in the ſhip me drewe on hie, 
And ſaidin all that I would die, 

And laid me long downe by the maſt, 


And of ther clothis on me caſt; 


And there | made my teſtament, 
And wiſt my ſelfe not what I ment, 


hut when | ſaid had what I would, 
And to the maſt my wo all told, 

c And tane my leve of every wight, 
And cloſed mine eyen and loſt my ſiglit, 


Aviſed to die without more ſpech, 
Or any remedy to ſech 
Or gracè new, as was grete nede, 


My lady of my paine toke hede, 


And her bethought how that for trouth 


Jo ſe me die it were grete routh, 
And to me came in ſobir wiſe, 


And ſoftly ſaid, | pray you riſe; 


Come on with me; let be this fare; 


All ſhall be wel; have ye no care; 
| will obey ye and fulfill 
Wholly in al that lordis will 


[That you and me not long ago 
Aſtir his liſt commaundid fo, 
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48 CHAUCER's DREAME, 


That there againe no reſiſtence 
May be withoutin gret offence, 
And therefore now loke what | ſay, 
I am and will be frendly aye; 

Riſe up, behold this avauntage, 

| grauntin you in heritage 

All peceably withoutin ſtrive 
During the dayis of your live ; 

And of her applis in my fleve 

One ſhe yput, and toke her leve 

In wordis few, and faid, Gode hele 
He that all made you ſend, and wele! 
Wherewith my painis all at ones 
Tokin ſuch leve, that all my bones, 
For the new durenſè pleſaunce, 

So as they couth defired to daunce, 
And | as whole as any wight 

Up roſe with joyous hert and light, 
Whole and unſicke, riglit wele at eſe, 
And all forget had my diſeſe, 

And to my lady where ſhe plaid 

I went anone, and to her ſaid; 

He tli:t all joics perſons to pleſe 
Firſt ardainid with parfite eſe, 
And very pleſure can depart, 


Send you, Madame, as large a part, 
And of his godis ſuch plenty, 
As he has done you of beauty, 
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CHAUCER'S DREAMP, 


With hele, and all that may be thought, 
He ſend you all as he all wrought. 
Madame, (quod I) your ſervaunt trew 
Have l ben long, and yet will new, 
Wirhoutin chaunge or repentaunce 

In any wiſe or variaunce, 

And ſo will do, as thrive lever, 

For thing is none that me is lever 

Than you to pleſe how er l fare, 

Mine hert's lady and my welfare, 

My life, mine hele, my lech alfo 

Of every thing that doth me wo, 

My helpe at nede, and my ſurete 

Of every joy that longs to me, 

My ſuccours whole in alle wiſe 

That may be thought or man deviſe, 
Your grace, Madame, ſuch have I found, 
Now in my nede, that I am bound | 
To you for er, ſo Chriit me fave, 

For hele and live of you | have, 
Wherefore is reſoun | you ſerve 

With due obeiſaunce till | ſterve, 

And ded and quicke be evir yours, 

Late, erly, and at alle hours. 

Tho came my lady ſmall alite, 

And in plaine Engliſh con conſite, 

In wordis few whole her entent 

She ſhewed me there, and how ſhe ment 
Velume XA. E 
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80 CHAUCER's DREAME, 


* 


To me ward in every wiſe, 

Wholly ſhe came at ther deviſe, « 
Without proceſſe or long travell, 
Charging me to kepin counſel], 

As | would to her grace attaine, 

Of which commaundement I was faine ; 
Wherefore I paſſe oer at this time, 
For counſell cords not well in rime, 
And cke the oth that l have ſwore 
To breke me were bettir unbore ; 
Why? for untrue ſor evirmore 

I ſhould be hold, that nevirmere 

Of me in place ſhould be report 
Thiug that availe might, or comfort 
To mewardis in any wile, 

And eche wight wouldin me diſpiſe 
In that they couth, and me repreve, 
Which were a thing ſore for to greve, 
Wherefore hereof more mencion 
Make l not now ne long ſermon, 

But ſhortly thus | me excule, 

To rime a councc]l | refule, 

Suling thus two dayis or thre 

My lady towards hcr countre, 

Ovir the wavis high and grene, 
Which werin large and depe betwene, 
Upon a time me called and ſaid, 
That of my hele ſhe was well paid, 
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CHAUCER'S DREAME. 


And of the quene and of the yle 
She talkid with me a long while, 
And of all that ſhe there had fene, 
And of th' eſlate and of the quene, 
And of the ladies name by name, 
Two houres or mo this was her game, 
Till at the laſt the wind can rite, 
And blew ſo faſt and in ſuch wiſe 
The ſhip, that every wight can ſay 
Made me, er eve be of this day, 
And God tofore, ye ſhall be there 
As ye would ſainiſt that ye were, 
And doubtith not within ſixe hours 
Ye ſhall be there as all is yours: 
At which wordis ſhe gan to ſmile, 
And ſaid that was no longe while 
That they her ſet; and up ſhe roſe, 
And all about the ſhip ſhe goſe, 
Ard made gode chere to every wight, 
Till of the land ſhe had a fight, 
Cf whiche ſight glad, God it wot, 
She was abaſhid and abote, 
And forth goeth, ſhortly you to tell, 
Where ſhe accuſtomed was to dwell, 
And recevid was, as gode right, 
With joyous chere aud hert'is light, 
And as a glad new avinture 
Pleſaunt to every creture; 
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52 CHAUCER'S DREAME. 


With which landing tho I awoke, 
Aud found my chantbir full of ſmoke, 
My chckis eke unto the eres, 

And all my body, wet with teres, 
And all io ſeble' and in ſuch wiſe 

I was, that unneth might l riſe, 

So ſar travail:d and ſo faint, 

That neithir knew I kirke ne ſaint, 
Ne what was what ne who was who, 
Ne aviſed what way I would go; 

Put by an adventurous grace 

| riſe and walkt, ſought pace and pace, 
Till la winding ftaire yfound, 

And held the vice aye in my hond, 
And upward ſoftly ſo can crepe 

Till came where | thought to ſlepe 
More at mine eſe, and out of prece, 
At my gode leiſure and in pece, 

Till ſomwhat 1 recomtort were 

Of the travill and the grete fcre 

1 hat | endurid had before, 

This was my thought withoutin more; 
And as a wight witlefte and faint, 
Without more, in a chambir paint 
Full cf ſtorles old and divers, 

Nlore than | can as now rcherſe, 
Unto a bed full ſobirly, 

So as | mightin, full ſouthly, 
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CHAUCPR'S DREAME. 


Pace aftir other, and nothing ſaid, 
Till at the laſt downe J me laid, 

And as my mind would give me leve 
All that I dremid had that eve 

Before that all I can reherſe, 

Right as a child at ſchole his verſe 
Doth aſtir that he thinketh to thrive, 
Right ſo did | for all my live, 

I thought to have in remembraunce 
Both the paine and cke the pleſaunce, 
The Dreme whole as it me befell, 
Which was as ye herin me tell: 

Thus in my thoughtis as ] lay 

That happy or unhappy day, 

Ne wot | not, fo have | blame, 

Of the two which ſhulde be the name, 
Beſell me ſo that there a thought 

By proceſſe new on ſlepe me brought, 
And me governed ſo in a white 

That ones againe within the yle 


Me thought I was, where of the knight 


And ef the ladies I had ſight, 
nd were aſtemblid on a grene, 


Bothe knight and lady with the quene, 


At which aſſembly there was 1faid 
Huw that they all content and paid 
Werin whollv as in that thing 


That tlie knight there ſhould be the king, 
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And they would all for ſure witneſſe 
Y weddid be both more and leſſe, 
In remembraunce, withoutin more, 
Thus they conſent for evirmore, 
And was concludid that the knight 
Departin ſhould rhe ſame night, 
And forthwith there toke his voiage 
To journey for his marriage, 
Andreturnin with ſuch an hoſt 
That weddid might he leſt and moſt : 
This was concluded, written and ſeled, 
That it ne might not be repeled 
In no wiſe, but continue firme, 
And a!l ſhould be within a terme, 
Without more excuſation, 
Both feſt and coronation. 
This knight, which had thereof the charge, 
Anon into a little barge 
Ybrovght was late againſt an eve, 
Where of all he ytoke his leve, 
Which barge was as a man'is thought 
Aftir his pleſure to him brought, 
The quene her ſclie accuſtomed aye 
In the ſame barge oft for to play, 
It nedith neithir maſt ne rothir, 
I have not herd of ſuch another, 
No maiſtir for the govirnaunce, 


He ſaylid by thought and pleſaunce, 
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Withoutin labour eſt and weſt, 

All ywas one calme or tempeſt, 
And 1 went with at his requeſt, 
And was the firſt praĩed to the ſeſt. 
When he came into his countre, 
And paſſid had the wavy ſe, 

In an havin bothe depe and large 
He left his rich and noble barge, 
And to the court, ſhortly to tell, 


He went where he was wont to dwell, 


And was recevid, as gode right, 
As heire, and for a worthy knight, 
With all the ſtatis of the lond, 
Which came anon at his firſt ſond, 
With glad ſpiritis ſull of trouth, 
Loth to do fault, or with a flouth 
Attaint to be in any wiſe, 

Ther richis was ther old ſerviſe, 
Which evir tre had ben yfond 
Sith firſt inhabit was the lond; 


And ſo recevid thei ther king 
That forgottin ywas no thing 
That ought to be done ne might pleſe, 


Ne ther ſoveraine lord do eſe; 
And with them ſo, ſhortly to ſay, 


As they of cuſtome had done aye, 
For ſevin yere paſt was and more, 


The father, the old, wiſe, and hore, 


1350 


1395 


raco 


140 5 


1410 


-. A 


—_ =. 
. —— us 
— 4 


* — — — 
—— 9 
by 4 * = 
— — 


SH - 
—— 882 


— 
8 — RS * » if * 
_ K» 1 ES 


ht — - 
* 223 . . "= 


5 

11 
79 | 
i ii 
i] 
Fj 4 
A 


l 


x6 CHAUCER'S DREAME, 


King of the land, ytoke his leve 

Of all his barons on an eve, 

And told them how his dayis paſt 

Were all, and comin was the laſt, 

And hart'ily prayed hem to remember 
His ſonne, which yong was and tender, 
That borne ywas ther prince to be, 

If he returne to that countre 

Might by adventure or by grace 
Within any ſhorte time or ſpace, 

And to be true and frendly aye, 

As they to him had ben alway : 

Thus he them prayd withoutin more, 
And toke his le ve {or evirmore. 
Knowin was how tendir in age 

This yonge prince a grete viage 
Uncouth and ſtraung, honours to ſeche, 
Ytoke in hond with lityl ſpeche, 
Which was to ſckin a princes 

That he deſired more than riches, 

For her grete name that flourid ſo 
That in that time there was no mo 

Of her eſtate, ne ſo well named, 

For borne was none that er her blamed, 
Of which princes ſomwhat before 

Here have I ſpoke, and ſome will more. 
So thus beſell as ye ſhall here; 

Unto ther lord they made ſuch chere 
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That joy was there to be preſent 

To ſe ther troth and how they ment 
So very glad they were ech one 
That them among there was no one 
Whiche that deſirid more riches 
'Than for ther lord ſuch a princes 


That they might pleſe, and that were faire, 


For faſt deſirid they an heire, 


And ſaid orete ſurety were ywis. 
4 And as they Were ſpeking of this 
Ss The prince himſelfin him aviſed, 


Aud in plaine Engliſh undiſguifed 
Them ſhewid wholy his journey, 
And of ther connſell can them prey, 
And told how he enſurid was, 


And how his day he might not paſſe 


Withoutin 6iffame and prete blame, 
And to him for evir a ſhame; 


And of ther counſell and aviſe 
here he prayith them once or twiſe, 
7 And that they would within ten daies 
q Aviſe and ordaine him ſuch waies, 

4 do that it were no diſpleſaunce, 

Ne to this relme oer prete grievaunce, 
And that he might have to his feſt 
Sixty thouſand geſtes at the leſt, 
For his intent within ſhort while 

& Was to returne unto this yle 
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That he came fro, and kepe his day; 
For nothing would he be away. 

To counſaile tho the lords anon 
Into a chambir everychone 
Togithir went, them to deviſe 
How they might beſt and in what wiſe 
Purvey for their lord'is pleſaunce, 
And the relm'is continuaunce 

Of honor, which in it before 

Had continuid evirmore : 

So at the laſt they found the waies, 
How that withiu the next ten daies 
All might with paine and diligence 
Be done, and caſt what the diſpence 
Night draw, and, in concluſion, 
Made for ech thing proviſion. 
When this was doue, wholly tofore 
The prince the lordis all before 
Come, and ſhewid what they had done, 
And how they couth by no reſon 
Findin that within the ten daies 

He might departin by no waies, 
But would be fiſtene at the leſt 

Or he returne might to his feſt ; 
And ſhewed him every reſon why 
It might not be ſo haſtily 

As he defirid, ne his day 

He might not kepe by no way, 
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For divers cauſis wondir grete; 1495 
Which when he herd in ſuch an hete 
He fell for ſorow, and was ſeke, 
1472 Still in his bed whole that weke, 
And nigh the tothir for the ſhame, 
And for the doubt and for the blame ISco 
That mightin on him be aret, 
And oft upon his breſt he bet, 
And ſaid, Alas! mine honour for aye 
Have [| here loſt clenely this day; 
Ded would | be; alas! my name 1505 
Shall aye be more henceforth in ſhame, 
And diſhonoured and repreved, 
And nevir more ſhall be heleved : 
And made ſwich ſorow, that in trouth 
Him to behold it was grete routh; 1510 
And ſo endured the dayes ſiftene, 
Till that the lords on an even 
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1485 Him come and told they redy were, 

And ſhewid in few wordis there 

How and what wiſe they had purvey'd 1515 
For his eſtate, and to him ſaid, 

That twenty thouſand knights of name, 

And fourty thouſand without blame, 

{ All come of noble ligine, 

| Togidir in a compane, 1520 
| Were lodgid on a river's ſide, 

Him and his pleſure there t'abide, 
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The prince tho for joy up aroſe, 
And where they lodgid were he goes 
Withoutin more that ſame night, 
And theſe his ſuppir made to dight, 
And with them bode till it was dey, 
And forthwith to take his journey, 
Leving the ſtreight, holdiog the large, 
Till he came to his noble barge : 
And when this prince, this luſtie knight, 
With his peple in armis bright 
Was comin where he thought to pas, 
And knew well none abiding was 
Behind, but all were there preſent, 
Forthwith anon all his intent 
He told them there, and made his crits 
Thorough his hoſte that day twiſe, 
Commaunding every livis wight 
There being preſent in his ſight 
To be the* morow on the rivage, 
Where he begin would his viage. 
The morow come, the cry was kept, 
But few was there that night that flept, 
But truſſed and purveid for the morow, 
For fault of ſhips was all ther ſorrow, 
For fave the barge and othir two 
Ot ſhippis there ſaw I no mo: 
Thus in ther doubtis as they {tode, 
Waxing the fe, comming the flode, 
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Was cried To {hip goe every wight, 
Then was but hie that hie him might; 
And to the barge me thought echone 
They went, without was left not one, 
Ne horſe ne male, truſſe ne baggage, 
Salad ne ſpere, gardbrace ne page, 

But was lodgid, and rome ynough; 


At which ſkipping me thought | lough, 


And gan to marvaile in my thought 
How evir ſuch a [hip was wrought, 
lor what peple that can enereſe, 

Ne ner ſo thicke might be the preſe, 
But all had rome at ther will, 

There was not one was lodꝑid ill; 

For as I trowe my ſelſe the laſt 

Was one, and Jodgid by the maſt, 
And where | joked I ſaw ſuch rome 
As all were lodgid in 2 towne, 

Forth goth the ſip, ſaid was the crede, 
And on ther knees for ther gode ſpede 
Downe knelid every. wight a while, 
And prayid fafr that to the yle 

They mightin comin in ſafety, 

The prince and ali the compar.y, 
With worſhip and withoutin blame, 
Or diſclaundir of his gode name, 

OI the promiſe he ſhould retourne, 
Within the time he did ſo;curne, 
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62 CHAUCER'S DREAME, 


In his londe biding his hoſt, 

This was ther prayir leſt and moſt : 
To kepe the day it might not ben 
That he' appointid had with the quene 
To returnin withoutin flouth, 

And ſo aſlurid had his trouth, 


For which default this prince, this knight, 


During the time ſlept not a night, 
Such was his wo and his diſeſe, 

For doubt he ſhould the quene diſpleſe. 
Forth goith the ſhip with ſuch ſpede 
Right as the prince for his grete nede 
Defirin would aftir his thought, 

"Fill it unto the vie him brought, 
Where all in haſt upon the ſand 

He and his peple toke the land 

With hertis glad and chere light, 
Wening to be in heven that night; 
But or they paſſid had a while, 
Entring in towardis that yle, 

All clad in blacke, with chere pitcous, 
A lady which ner diſpiteous 

Had be in all her life tofore 

With ſory chere and hert to tore 
Unto this prince where he gan ride 
Ycome and ſaid, Abide, abide, 

And have no haſt, but fail retourne, 
No reſon is ye here ſojourne, 
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For your untruth hath us diſcried; 

Wo worth the time we us allied 

With you, that are ſo ſone untrew; 
Alas the day that we you knew! 

Alas the time that ye were bore ! 

For all this lond by you is lore ; 
Accurſed be he you hidir brought! 

For all our joy is turnd to nought; 
Your acquaintance we may complzine, 
Which is the cauſe of all our paine. 
Alas! Mailame, quod tho this knight, 
And with that from his horſe he light, 
With colour pale and chekis lene, 

Alas! what is this for to mene! 

What have ye ſaid ? why be ye wroth ? 
You to diſpleſe I would be loth : 
Knowe ye not full well the promeile 
Which I made have to your princeſſe, 
Which to perfourme is mine intent, 

So mote I ſpede as | have ment, 

And as | am her very trew, 

Withoutin change or thoughtis new, 
And al fo fully her ſervand 

As creiture or man livand 

May be to lady or princeſſe, 

For ſhe mine heven and whole richeſſe 
Is, and the lady of mine hele, 

My worldis joy ard all my wele, 
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64 CHAUCER'S DRrAuz. 


What may this be, whence coms this ſpech ? 
Teil me, Madame, I you beſech, 

For ſithi the firſt of my living 

Was I ſo ferefull of nothing 

As 1 am now to here you ſpeke, 

For doubt I ſele mine hert to breke: 
Say on, Madame, tell me your will; 
The remnaunt is it gode or ill! 

Alas (quod ſhe) that ye were borc! 

For for your love this land is lore 

The quene is ded, and that is ruth, 

For {orow of your gret untruth: 
Oſtwo partes of the luſty rout 

Ot ladies that were there about, 

That wont werin to talk and play, 

Now are thei ded and clene away, 

And undir earth tane lodging newe; 
Alas that er ye were untrew! 

For when the time ye ſet was paſt 

The quene toke counſaile ſone in haſt 
What was to doe, and ſaid Grete blanc 
Your acquaintaunce cauſe would and ſhame, 
And the ladies of ther aviſe 

Prayid, for nede was to be wiſe, 

In cſchewirg tals and ſongs, 

That by them makin would ill tongs, 
And ſey they were lightly conquett, 
And pravid to a pore feſt, 
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And fouly had ther worſhip weved, 
When ſo unwifely they conceived 
Ther riche treſour and ther hele, 
Ther famous name and ther wele 
To put in ſuch an avinture, 


4 Of which the ſclaundir evir dure 


Was like, without helpe of appele, 


IT Wherefore they nede had of counſele, 
For every wight of them would ſay, 
Iper cloſid yle an opin way 

4 Was become to every wight, 

And well apprevid by a knight, 
Which he, alas! without payſaunce 
Had ſone achevid th' obeifaunce : 
All this was moved at counſell thriſe, 


And was concludid daily twiſe, 

That bet was die withoutin blame 
Than loſe the riches cf ther name; 
Wherefore the deth'is acquaintaunce 


They cheſe, and left have ther pleſaunce, 
Tor doubt to livin as repreved, 

In that they you fo fone beleved, 

And made ther othes with one accord, 
hat ete ne drinke, ne ſpeke o word, 

3 They ſhould nevir, but er weping 

Bide in a place without parting, 


And uſe ther dayis in penaunce, 


Without deſire of allegeaunce, 
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66 CHAUCER'S DREAME, 


Ot which the truth anon con preve ; 
For why? the quene forthwith her leve 
Toke at them all that were preſent, 
Of her defauts fully repent, 
And dyid there withoutin more, 

"Thus arc uc loſt for evirmore; 

What ſhould l more hereof reherſe ? 
Comin within, come ſe her herſe, 
Where ye ſhall fe the piteous ſight 
"That er yet was ſhewin to knight, 

For ye thai! ſein ladies ſtond 

Ech with a grete rod in her hond, 
Yclad in black with viſage white, 

Redy ech othir ſor to {mite ; 

if any be that will not wepe, 

Or who that makes countenance to flepe, 
They be ſo bet, that all ſo biew 

They be as cloth that died is new, 

Such is their parfite repentance, 

And thus they kepe ther ordinance, 
And will do evir to the deth, 

While thera enduris any breth. 

This knight tho in his armis twaine 

This lady toke, and gan her ſaine, 

Alas my birth! wo worth my life! 

And even with that he drew a knife, 
und thorough gown, doublet, and ſhert, 

tHe mace the blode come from his hert, 
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And ſet him doune upon the grene, 

And ſull repent cloſid his ene, 

And ſave that ones he drew his breth 

Without more thus he toke his deth; 

For whiche cauſe the luſty hoſt, 

Which in a battaile on the coſt 

At once for ſorrow ſuch a cry 

Gan rere thorow the company, 

That to the heven herd was the ſowne, 

And undir th' erth als fer adowne, 

That wilde beſtis for the fere 

So ſodainly afray id were, 

That for the doubt while they might dure 

They ran, as of their lives unſure 

Froni the wodis unto the plaine, 

Aud from valleys the high mountaine 

They ſought, and ran as beſtis blind 

That clenc forgottin had ther kind. 

This wo not ceſed, to counſaile went 

Theſe lords, and for that lady ſent, 

And of aviſe what was to dune 

They her beſought ſhe ſay would ſone. 
Veping full ſore, all clad in blake, 

This lady ſottly to them ſpake, 

And ſaid, My Lordis, by my trouth 

This miſcheſe it is of your ſlouth, 

And it ye had that judge would right 
A prince that were a very knight, 
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Ye that ben of aſtate echone 

Die for his fault ſhould one and one; 
And if he hold had the promeſſe, 

And done that longs to gentilneſle, 
And fulfilled the princes beheſt, 

This haſtie ſarme had ben a feſt, 

And now is unrecoverable, 

And us a flaundir aye durable, 
Whereſore I ſay, as of counſaile 

In me is none that may availe, 

But if ye liſt for remembraunce 

Purvey and make ſuch ordinaunce 
That the quene whiche that was ſo mcke, 
With ail her women dede or ſeke, 
Mipht in your land a chappill have, 
With ſome remembraunce of her grave, 
Shewing her end with the pity 

In ſome notable old city, 

And nigh unto an highe way, 

Where every wight might for her pray, 
And for all hers that have ben trew : 
And even with that ſhe changid hew, 
And twiſe wiſhid aftir the deth, 

And tht, and thus paſſid her breth. 
Ihen laid the lordis of the hoſt, 

And fo concludid left and moſt, 

That they would in houſis of thacke 
Ther livis lede, and were but blacke, 
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And forſake all ther pleſaunces, 
And turne all joy to penaunces, 
And here the ded prince to the barge, 


| And namid them ſhould have the charge; 


And to the herſe where lay the quene 
The remnaunt went, and doune on knene, 


Z Holding ther honds, on high con crie, 


Mercy, mercy ! everich thrie, 


Aud curſed the time that evir ſlouth 


Should have ſoche maſtirdome of trouth, 
And to the barge a longe mile 
They bare her forth, and in a while 


Alle the ladies one and one 


By companies were braught echone, 
And paſt the ſe and roke the land, 
And in new herſis on a fand, 

Put and brought werin ail anon 
Unto a city cloſed with ſtone, 
Where it yhad ben uſid aye 

The kingis of the land to lay, 

Aſtir they raignid in honours, 


And writ was which were conquerours, 
ln an abbey of nunnis blake, 


Which accuſtomid were to wake, 
And of uſage riſe ech a night 

To pray for every livis wight: 
And fo betell, as is the guiſe, 
Ordeint and {aid was the ſerviſe 
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Of the prince and cke of the quene 
So devoutly as might yben, 
And aſtir that about the herſes 
Full many oriſons and verſes 
Withoutin note full foftily 
Said were, and that full hertily, 
That all the night till it was day 
The peple in the church con pray 
Unto the holy Trinitie 
Of thoſe ſoulis to have pitie. 

And hen the night ypaſt and ronne 
Was, and the newe day begonne, 
The yong morow with rayis red, 


Which from the ſonne oer all con ſpred, 


Atempirid clere was and faire, 

And made a tyme of wholſome aire, 
Befell a wondir caſe and ſtrange 
Among the peple, and gan change 
Sone the word and every wo 

Unto a joy, and ſome to two; 

A bird all fedrid blew and grene, 
With bright rayis like gold betwene, 
As ſmall thred ovir every joynt, 
All full of colour ſtrange and coint, 
Uncouth, and wondirfull to ſight, 
Upon the quen'is herſe con light, 
And ſong full low and ſoſtily 

'Fhre ſongis in her harmony, 
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Unlettid of every wight, 

Till at the laſt an agid knight, 

Which ſemid a man in grete thought, 
Like as he ſet all thing at nought, 
With viſage and ein all forwept, 
And pale, as a man long unſlept, 
y the herſis as he yſtode 

With haſty hondling of his hode 
VUnto a prince that by him paſt 

4 Y made the bridde ſomwhat agaſt, 

2 Wherefore ſhe roſe and left her ſong, 
And departid from us among, 

And ſpred her wingis for to paſſe 

By the place where he entrid was, 
And in his haſt, ſhortly to tell, 

| Him hurt, that backeward downe he fell 
From a window richly ypeint 
1220 1 With lives of many divers ſeint, 
Aud bet his wingis and bled faſt, 

: And of the hurt thus died and paſt, 
And lay there well an hour and more, 
Till at the laſt of briddes a ſcore 
182: 0 Come and aflemblid at the place 

Were the window ybrokin was, 
And made ſwiche wamentacioun 
That pity was to here the ſoun, 
And the warblis of ther throtis 
1830 And the complaint of ther notis, 
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72 CHAUCER'S DREAME, 


Which from joy clene ywas reverſed; 
And of them one the glas ſone perſed, 
And in his boke of colours nine 

An herbe he brought floureleſſe, all grene, 
All full of ſmall levis and plaine, 
Swart, and long with many a vaine, 
And where his fellow lay this dede 
This herbe he down laid by his hede, 
And dreiid it full ſoftily, 

And hong his hed and ſtode thereby, 
Which herb in lefle than half an houre 
Gan oer all knit, and aftir floure 

Full out, and wexin ripe the ſede, 
And right as one anothit fede 

Would, in his bcke he toke the graine, 
And in his fellowes beke certaine 

It put, and thus within the third 

Up ſtode and prunid him the bird 
Which ded had be in all our ſight, 
And both togithir forth ther flight 
Toke, ſinging from us, and ther leve 
Was none diſturb *hem would ne greve. 
And when they partid were and gone 
Th' abbeſſe the ſedis ſone echone 


Gathirid had, and in her hand 

The herbe ſhe toke, well aviſand 

The lefe, the ſede, the ſtalke, the floure, 
And ſaid it had a gode favour, 
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And was no common herb to find, 

And well approved of uncouth kind, 
And than othir mere vertuouſe; 

Who ſo have it might for to uſe 

In his nede flowre, or lefe, or graine, 
Of ther hele might ybe certaine; 

And laid it downe upon the herſe 
Where lay the quene, and gan reherſe 
Echone to' othir that they had ſene; 
And taling thus the ſede wex grene, 
And onghe dric herſe gan to ſpring, 
Which me thought was a wondrous thing, 
And aſtir that floure and new ſede, 

Of which the peple all toke hede, 

And ſaid it was ſome grete miracle, 

Or medicine fine more than triacle, 
And were well done there to aſſay 

If it might eſe in any way 

The corſis, which with torche light 
They wakid had there all that niglit: 
Sone did the lordis there conſent, 

And all rhe peple' thereto content 

With cſic words and liti] fare, 

Aud made the queu':s viſage bare, 
Which ſhewid was to all abuut, 
Wherclore in {woene ſell whole the rout, 
Aud were ſt fory moſt and leit 
That long of weping they not ceſt, 
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For of ther lord the remembraunce 1913 Ar 
Unto them was ſuch diſpleſaunce Ar 
That for to hve they called a paine, For 
$9 were they very true and plaine, 80 
And after this the gode abbeſſe | Afi 
Of the graine gan to cheſe and dreſſe 1926 Ab 
Thre, with her fingirs clene and ſmale, | Ani 
And in the quen'ts mouth by tale 6 - Thi 
One aſtir othir eſily F An 
She put hem and full conningly, | Ma 
Which ſhewid ſonè ſuch vertue 1927 Suc! 


That previd was the medi'cine true, 

For with a ſmiling countinaunce 

The quene uproſe, and of ulaunce, 

As ſhe was wont to every wight, 

She made gode chere, for whiche ſight 1930 
The peple Ineling on the ſtones 

Thought they in heven were ſoule and bunes ; 

And to the prince where he ylay 

They went to make the ſame aſlay, 

And when the quene it undirſtode, 1925 
And how the medicine was gode, 

She prayid ſhe might have the graines 

To relevin him from the paines 

Which ſhe and he had both endured, 

And to him went and ſo him cured, 1948 
That ſtreight within a litil ſpace 

Luſty and freſh on live he was, 
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And in gode hele, and whole of ſpech, 

And lough, and ſaid, Gramercy, lech! 

For which the joy throughout the town 

So gret was that the bellis ſown 

Afraied the peple a journay 

About the citic every way, 

And come and aſkid cauſe and why 

They rongin were ſo ſtatily? 

And aftir that the quene, th' abbefle, 

Made diligence or they would celle, 

Such that of ladies ſone a rout 

Sewing the quene was all about, 

And called by name echone and told, 

Was none forgettin young ne old; 

There mightin men ſe joyis new 

When the medicine fine and trew 

Thus reftorid had every wight, 

So well the quene as the knight, 

Unto full perfit joy and hele, 

That fleting they were in ſuch wele 

As folke that wouldin in no wiſe 

Dcfire more parſit paradiſe. 

And thus when paſſed was the ſorow, 

With mikil joye ſone on the morow 

The king, the quene, and every lord, 

With all the ladies, by' one accord 

Helde a generall aſſenibly: 

ret cry was made through the country, 
Ci 
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The which aftir as ther intent 

Was turnid to a parliament, 

Where was ordainid and aviſed 
Every thing and wel deviſed 

That pleſin might to molt and leſt, 
And there concludid was the feſt 
Within the yle for to behold 

With ſull conſent of young and old, 
All in the ſame wile as before, 

As thing ſhould be withoutin more, 
Aud ther mnippid and thithir went, 
And into ſtraungè relmis ſent, 

To kingis, quenes, and ducheſſes, 
To divers princes and princeſſes, 
Of ther linage, and can them pray 
That it might like them at that day 
Of mariage, for ther diſport, 

Come le the yle and them diſport, 
Where ſhould be jouſtis and turnaies, 
And armis done in othir waies, 
Signifying oer all the day 

Aftir Apritis within May, 

And was 2 viſed that ladies tweine, 
Of gode citate and well beſeine, 
With certaine knightis and ſquiers, 
And of the quen' is oihcers, 

In mannir ct an embaſſade, 

With certain lettirs cloſed and made, 
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CHAUCER'S DREAME, 


Should take the barge and depart, 
And ſeke my lady every part 

Tilt they her found for any thing 
Both chargid have the quene and king, 
Aud as ther lady and maiſtres 

Her to beſeke of gentilnes 

At the day thers for to yben, 

And oft her recommaund the quene, 
And prayis for all loves to haſt, 

For but ſhe come all woll be waſt, 
And the leſt but a buſineſſe 

Withoutin joy or luſtineſſe, 

And toke them tokins, and gode ſyc de 
Praid God ſend *hem aſtir ther nede. 
Forth went the ladies and the knights, 


And were out fourtene dates and nights, 


And brought my lady in ther barge, 


And had well ſped and done ther charge; 


Whereof the quene ſo herti'ly glad 
Was, that in ſoth ſuch joy ſhe had 
When that the ſhip approchid lond 
That ſhe my lady on the ſond 

Met, and in armis ſo conſtraine, 

That wondir was behold them twaine, 


Which to my dome during twelve houres 


Neithir for hete ne watry ſhoures 

Departid not no company 

Saving themſclſe, but none them by, 
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78 CHAUCER'S DEEAME., 


But gave them layſour at ther eſe 

To rcherſin joy and diſeſe 

Aftir the pleſure and couragis 

Of ther young and tendir agis; 2035 
And aftir with many a knight 

Brought thei were where as for that night 

They partid not, for to pleſaunce 

Content was hert and countinaunce 

Both of the quene and my maiſtreſſe, 2035 
This was that night ther buſineſſe; 

And on the morow with huge rowt 

This prince of lordis him about 

Come, and unto my lady ſaid, 

Of her comming glad and well paid 20 40 
He was, and ſull right conningly 

Her thankid and full hertily, 

And longh and ſmiled, and ſaid, Y wis 

That was in doubt in ſafety is; 

Ard commaundid do diligence, 2045 
And ſpare for neithir gold ne ſpence, 

But make redy, for on the morow 

Yweddid, with 5aint John to borow, 

He would ybe withoutin more, 

And let them wite this lefe and more. 20 
Jhe moro come, and the ſervice 

Ol mariage in ſuch a wiſe 

Yſaid was that with more honour 

Vas nevir prince ne conquerour 
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Twedde, ne with ſuch company 

Of gentilneſſe in chivalry, 

Ne of ladies fo gretè routs, 

Ne ſo beſeen as all abouts 

They werin there, I certifie 

You on my life, withoutin lie. 
And the feſt hold was in tentis, 

As to tell you mine entent is, 

in a rome in a large plaine, 

Undir a wode in a champaine, 

Betwixt a rivir and a well, 

Where nevir had abbay ne ſell 

Yben, ne kirke, houſe, ne village, 

In time of any man'is age, 

And durid thre moniths the feſt 

In one eſtate, and nevir ceſt 

From erly riſing of the ſonne 

Till the day ſpent was and yronne 

In juſting, dauncing, luſtineſſe, 

And all that ſowned to gentilneſſe. 


And as me thought the ſecond morow, 


Whan endid was all oldè ſorow, 
And in ſurety every wight 
Had with his lady ſlept a night, 


The prince, the quene, and all the reſt, 


Unto my lady made requeſt, 
And her beſought oftin and praied 
To mewardes to be well apaied, 
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And conſidir mine olde trouth, 
And on my painis havin routh, 
And me accept to her ſerviſe 

In ſuch forme and in ſuch wiſe 
That we both mightin be as one; 
Thus praicd the quene and everichone; 
And for there ſhould ne be no nay 
They ſtintin juſting all a day 

To pray my lady, and requere 

To be content and out of fere, 

And with gode hert make frendly chere, 
And ſaid it was a happy yere ; 

At which ſhe ſmiled, and ſaid, Y wis 
I trow well he my ſervaunt is, 

And would my welfare, as I triſt, 
So would I his, and would he wiſt 
How and | knewe that his trouth 
Continue would withoutin flouth, 
And be ſuch as ye here report, 
Reſtraining both courage and ſport, 
I couth conſent at your requeſt 

To be ynamid of your feſt, 

And doin aſtir your uſaunce 

In obeying of your pleſaunce : 

At your requeſt this | conſent, 

To pleſin you in your entent, 

And eke the ſoveraine above, 
Commandid hath nie for to love, 
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CYAUCER'S DREAME, 


And bclore othir him prefer, 
Againſt which prince may be no wer, 
For his powir ovir all raigneth, 


That othir would for nought him paineth; 


And fith his will and yours is one 
Contrary in me ſhall be none: 
Tho (as me thonghtin) the promeiſe 
Of marriage before the meſe 
Deſirid was of every wight 
To be madin the ſame night, 
Jo put away all manir doubts 
Of every wight thereabouts; 
And ſo was do: and on the morow, 
When every thought and every forrow 
Diſlodgid was out of mine hert, 
With every wo and every ſmert, 
Unto a tent prince and princes 
Me thought brought me and my maiſtres, 
And ſaid we werin at ſull age 
There to conclude our marriage, 

Vith ladies, knightis, and ſquiers, 
And a gret hoſt of miniſters, 
With inſtruments and ſounes dive:rte, 
That long werin here to reherſe; 
Which tent was church parochiall, 
Ordaint was in eſpeciall 
For the feſt and for the ſacre, 
Where archbiſhop and archdiaere 


2115 


2120 


2125 


2135 


| Le 


- - 2 2 
— — — 


8 - — — =. — Un 
= : * 3 In * 
n 8 2 
* — NOI a — a. ————ů ů — — cy cx 


— — 


—— —— 


$2 CHAUCER'S DREAME, 


Yſongin full out the ſerviſe 
Aftir the cuſtome and the guiſe 
And holie church'is ordinaunce : 
And aftir that to dine and daunce 
Brought were we, and to divers plates, 
And for our {pede ech wight praies, 
And merry was both moſt and leſt, 
And ſaid amendid was the teſt, 
And were right glad lady and lord 
Of the marriage and th' accord, 
And wiſhid us hert'is pleſaunce, 
In joy and hele continuaunce, 
And to the minſtrils made requeſt 
That in encreſing of the feſt 
They wouldin touchin ther cordis, 
And with ſome new joyeux accordis 
Y move the peple to gladneſſe, 
And praidin of all gentilneſſe 
Ech to painin them for the day 
To ſhew his cunning and his play: 
Tho began ſownis mervelous, 
Entunid with accords joyous, 
Round about and in all the tents, 
With thouſandis of inſtruments, 


'That every wight to daunce them pained; 


To be merry was none that fayned; 
Which ſowne me troublid in my ſlepe, 
That fro my bed anone | lepe, 
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Wening to have be at the feſt, 

But when | woke all was yſeſt, 

For there n'as lady ne creture, 

Save on the wals old portraiture 

Of horſmen, haukis, and houndis, 

And hurt dere all full of woundis, 
gome like bittia, ſome hurt with ſhot, 
And as my Dreme ſemed that was not. 


And when | wake and knew the trouth, 


And ye had ſcen, of very routh 

{ trow ye would have wepr a weke, 
For nevir man yet halfe ſo ſeke 

Iwent cſcapid with the life, 

And was for fault that ſword ne knife 


| | find ne might my life t' abridge, 
Ne thing that kervid ne had edge, 


Wherewith [| might my wofull pains 


Have voidid with bleding of vains. 


Lo, here my bliffe ! lo, here my paine 
Which to my lady' I do complaine, 


And grace and mercy her requers 
Iso end my wo and buſie fere, 

| And me accept to her ſerviſe, 
And to her ſervice in ſuch wiſe, 
That of my Dremè the ſubſtaunce 
Miqht turnin once to cogniſaunce, 
And cogniſaunce to very preve, 
y full conſent and by gode le ve: 
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Or cls withoutin more I pray 21g; 
That this [ame night or it be day 

I mote unto my Dreme retourne, 

And ſleping ſo forthe aie ſojourne 

Aboutin the yle of pleſaunce 

Undir my ladic's obeiſaunce, 2200 
In her ſervice, and in ſuch wiſe 

As it pleſe her may to devile, 

And grace onis to be accept 

Like as I dremid when U flept, 

And dure a thouſand yere and ten 2205 
In her gode will. Amen, Amen! 


L*'ENYOY. 


Fairiſt of faire, and godelyiſt on live! 
All my ſeere to you I plaine and ſhrive, 
Requiring grace, and of my fore complaint 
To be be helid or martired as a ſaint, 2210 
For by my trouth | ſwere, and by this boke, 
Ye may both hele and ſle me with a loke. 

Go forth, mine owne true hert innocent, 
And with humblencſle do thine ob{ervaunce, 
And to thy lady ou thy knees preſent 2215 
Thy ſervice new, and think how grete ple ſaunce 
It is to live undir the obeiſaunce 
Of her which that may with her lokis ſoft 
Give the the bliſſe that thou deſiriſt oft. 
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Be diligent, awake, obey, aud drede, 2220 
And be not to wild of thy countinaunce, 
But meke and glad, and thy nature yfede 
To do ech thing that may her doe pleſaunce; 
When thou ſhalt ſle pe have aie in remembraunce 
Th' image of her which may with lokis ſoft 2223 
Give the the bliſſe that thou deſiriſt oft. 

And if ſo be that thou her namè find 
Writtin in boke, or ellis upon wall, 
Loke that thou do, as ſervaunt true and kind, 
Thine obeiſaunce as ſhe were therewithall; 2230 
Fayning in love is breding of a fall 
From the grace of her whoſe lokis ſoft 
May give the bliſſe that thou defiriſt oft. 

Ye which that this ballade yredin ſhall 
I pray you that you Kepe you fro the fall. 2235 


THE DREME OF CHAUCER. 


] Have grete wonder, by this light, 

Howe that I lyve, for daye ne night 

| maye not ſlepin welny nought; 

have ſo many*an ydle thought, 

Purely for the detaute of flepe, $ 
That by my trouth I take no kepe 


The Dreme of Chaucer? By the perſon of a mourning knight 
fitting under an oak is meant John of Gaunt, Duke of Lanca- 
iter, greatly lamenting the death of one whom he entirely lo- 
ved, ſuppoſed to be Blanch the Dytchefs. Urry. 
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Of nothing howe it cometh or gothe, 
Ne me n'ys nothing lefe nor lothe ; 
Al is ilichè gode to me 
Joye or ſorowe where ſo it be, 
For | have felinge in nothing, 
But as it were a maſid thing 
Al day in pointe to fall adoun, 
For ſorowful ymaginacioun 
Is alway wholy in my minde. 
And well ye wote that againſte kinde 
It were to livin in this wiſe, 
For Nature ne wolde not ſuffiſe 
Unto none erthy creature 
Not longe tyme to endure 
Withoutin flepe and be in ſorowe, 
And I ne may ne night ne morowe 
Slepin, and this melancolye 
And drede I havin for to die; 
Defaute of ſlepe and hevineſſe 
Hath flaine my ſpirite of quickneſſe, 
That I have loſt al luſtihed ; 
Soche fantaſies ben in mine hed 
So | n'ot what is beſt to do: 
But men might aſkin me whi ſo 
I may not ſlepe, and what me is? 
But natheles who aſkith thys 
Leſeth his aſkyng trewily ; 
Ay ſelvin can not tellin why 
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The fothe, but trewly, as I geſle, 

holde it be a ſikeneſſe 

That I have ſuffrid this eyght yere, 

And yet my bote is ner the nere, 

For there is phiſicien but one 

That may me hele; but that is done; 

Paſſin we ovir until efte; 

That wil not be mote nedes be lefte ; 

Our firſt matir is gode to kepe. 
So whan ſawe I might not ſlepe 

Til now of late this othir night 

Upon my bedde I ſate upright, 

And bade one rechin me a boke, 

A romauncse, and it me toke 

To rede, and drive the night away; 

For why ? me thought it betir play 

Than play either at cheſſe or tables. 
And in this boke were writtin fables 

That clerkis had in oldè time 

And othir poetes put in rhime 

To rede, and for to be in minde, 

While men lovid the lawe of kinde: 

This boke ne ſpake but of ſoche thinges 

Of quenis livis and of kinges, 

And many othir thingis ſmale; 

Amonye al this I fonde a tale 

Whiche that me thought a wondir thing. 
This was the tale: There was a king 
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That hight Ceix, and had a wife 

The beſt that mightin berin lyfe, 

And this quene hight Alcyone ; 

So it befil thercaftir ſone 

This king wol wendin ovir ſe: 

To tellin ſhortly, whan that he 

Was in the ſe thus in this wiſe 

Soche a tempeſt began to ryſe 

That brake ther maſle and made it fal, 

And clefte ther ſhip and dreint hem al, 

That nevir was founde, as it telles, 

Ne borde ne man, ne nothing elles: 

Right thus this king yloſte his life, 
Nowe for to ſpekin of his wife. 

This ladie that was lefte at home 

Hath wondir that the kinge ne come 

Tlome, tor it was a longe terme; 

Anon her herte began to yerne, 

And for that her thought evirmo 

It was not wele, her thoughtin ſo, 

She longid fo aftir the king, 

That certes it were a pitous thing 

To tell her hertely ſorowtful lyfe 

Whiche that ſhe had this noble wife, 

For him {the lovid aldirbeſt ; 

Anon ſhe ſent both eſt and weſt 


To ſeke him, but they founde him nought. 


Alas (quod ſhe) that 1 was wrought! 
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And where my lorde my love be ded 
Certis I n'yl nevir ete bred, 

I make a vowe to my God here, 

But | mowe of my lorde here. 

Soche ſorowe this lady to' her toke 
That trewly 1, that made this boke, 
Yhad ſoche pite and ſoche routhe 
To rede her ſorowe, that by my trouthe 
I farid the worſe al the morowe 
Aſtir to thinkin on her ſorowe. 

So whan that ſhe coude here no worde 
That no man myghtin finde her lorde 
Ful ofte ſhe ſwouned, and ſaide Alas! 
For ſorow ful nigh wode ſhe was, 

Ne ſhe ne coude no rede but one, 
But downe on knees ſhe ſate anone 
And wept, that pite was to here. 

A |! mercy, my ſwete lady dere ! 
Quod ſhe to Juno, her goddeſſe, 
Helpith me out of this diſtreſle, 

And yeve me grace my lorde to ſe 

Sone, or to wete where ſo he be, 

Or howe he fareth, or in what wiſe, 

And I ſhal make you ſacrifice, 

And wholly yours become [ ſhal, 

With gode wil, body, herte, and al; 

And but thou wolte this, lady ſwete ! 

»endin me grace to le pe, and mete 
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In my flepe ſome certaine ſwevin 
Where through that l may knowe evin 
Whethir my lorde be quicke or ded. 


With that worde ſhe hinge down the hed, 


And fel in a ſwoune as colde as ſtone; 

Her women caught her up anone, 

And broughtin her in bed al naked, 

And ſhe forwepid and forwaked 

Was wery, and thus the ded ſlepe 

Yfel on her or ſhe toke kepe, 

Through Juno that had herde her bone, 

That madin her to ſlepè ſone ; 

For as ſhe praide right ſo was don 

In dede, for Juno right anon 

Yecallid thus her meſſangere 

To do' her eraunde, and he come nere: 

Whan he was come ſhe bad him thus; 
Go bet (quod Juno) to Morpheus, 

Thou knoweſt him wel, the god of Slepe; 

Nowe underſtande wel, and take kepe, 

Say thus on my behalfe, that he 

Go faſt into the gretè ſe, 

And bid him that on alle thinge 

He take up Ceix body the kinge, 

That lieth ful pale and nothinge rody; 

Byd him crepin into the body, 

And do it gone to Alcyone 

Ihe quene there ſhe Jyith alone, 
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And ſhewe her ſhortely' it is no nay 
20 Howe it was dreint this othir day, 
And do the body ſpeke right fo 
Right as it was wonnid to do 150 
| The whilis that it was aly ve: 
| Goith nowe faſt, and hye the blive. 
[25 | This meſlanger toke Teve and went 
| Upon his way, and nevre'he ſtente 
{ Tyl he came to the darke valey 155 
That ſtante betwixtin rockis twey, 
There nevir yet grewe corne ne gras, 
[30 Ne tre, ne nothing that ought was, 
Ne beſt ne man, ne nothing elles, 
| Save that there werin a ſewe welles 16 
Came renning fro the clyffes adowne 
That made a dedly ſlepinge ſowne, 
130 And rennin downe right by a cave 
| That was undir a rocke ygrave 
Amyd the valey wondir depe 165 
There as theſe goddis lay a ſlepe, 
Morpheus and Eclympaſteyre, 
140 That was the god of Slep'is heire, 
That ſlepte and did none othir werke. 
: This cave ywas alſo as derke 170 
8 As hel pitte; ovir all aboute 
They had gode leyſir for to route 
145 . To vye who mightin ſlepè beſt; 
dome hinge ther chinne upon ther breſt, 
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And ſlepte upright ther hed yhed, 
And ſome lay nakid in ther bed, 
And ſleptin whiles their dayis laſt. 

T'his meſſaunger come renning faſt, 
And cried, Ho, ho! awake anone! 

It was for naught; there herde him none ; 
Awake, (quod he) who lyith there ? 
And blewe his horne right in ther ere, 
And cried Awakith ! wondir hie. 

This god of Slepe with his one eye 
Caſt up, and aſked Who clepith there? 
It am I, (quod this meſſangere) 

Juno bade that thou ſhouldiſt gone, 
And toldin him what he ſhould done 
As I have tolde you here before, 

It is no nede reherſe it more, 

And wente his way whan he had ſaide. 
Anone this god of Slepe abraide 

Out of his flepe and gan to go, 

And did as he had bidde him do; 

He toke up the ded body ſone, 

And bare it forthe to Alcyone 

His wife, the quene, there as ſhe lay, 
Right even a quartir before day, 
And ſtode right at her bedd'is fete, 
And callid her right as ſhe hete 

By name, and ſaid ; My ſwete wife 
Awake, let he your forowtul lyfe, 
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For in your ſorow there lyth no rede, 
For certes, ſwete love! | am but dede; 
Ye ſhall me ner on lyve yſe: 

But, gode ſwete herte! | praye that ye 
Bury my body; ſoche a tide 


Fe mowe it ſinde the ſe beſide : 


And farewel ſwete! my world'is bliſſe! 


I pray that God your ſorowe lyſle : 
* Tolytel while our bliſſe ylaſteth. 


With that her eyin up ſhe caſteth, 


And ſawe naught. Alas! for ſorowe 


She died within the thirde morowe. 
But what ſhe ſaid more in that ſwowe 


I may nat tellin you as nowe; 


It were to longe for to dwel : 
My firſt matere I wil you tel 
Wherfore I have ytolde this thinge 


+ Of Alcyone and Ceix the kinge. 


For thus moche dare I ſayin well, 


Thad be dolvin everidel, 

And ded, right through defaute of ſlepe, 
5 I ne had red and take kepe 

Of this ilke tale next before, 

7 And | wil tellin you wherfore, 

For | ne might for bote ne bale 

© Slepin or j had redde this tale 

Of this ydreinte Ceix the kinge, 

And of the goddis of Slepinge. 
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Whan I had red this tale wele, [ we 

And ovirloked it everidele, And 

Me thought wondir if it were ſo, Of o 

For | had ner herde ſpeke or tho If th 

Of no goddis that couldin make 235 MW If he 

Men for to flepe ne for to wake, | As« 

And I ne knewe ner God but one, And 

And in my game I ſaid anone, May 

(And yet me lyit right il to pley) | Tha 

Rathir than that I ſhuldin dey 2420 [ Tha 

Thorough defaute of flepinge thus I tro 

I woldin gyve thilke Morpheus, ==; 

Or that goddeſſe hight Dame Juno, Rig! 

Or ſome wight els, I ne rought who, Tha! 

1 To make me flepe and have ſome reſt 245 och 

| | will give him the althir beſt Io f 
Leſte that er he abode his ly ve, I fel 

And hereonwarde right now as bly ve, | Met 

If he woll make me flepe a lite, So w 

ah Ot dow ne of pure dovis white 2c0 4 I tro) 
| | wol yeve him a ſethir bed Io c- 

| Rayid with gold, and right wel cled | Ne 
| In fine blacke ſattin doutremere, Of E, 
And many' a pilowe', and every bere k The | 
Of clothe of Raines to flepe on ſoſte, 255 Non 

Him thate not nede to turnin ofte; 5 Ne 

And I wol yeve him al that falles He tl 


| To liis chambre and to his halles, 8 Whie 
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[ wol do painte *hem with pure golde, 
And tapite hem ful many folde ; 26a 
Of one ſute this ſhal he yhave, 
* If that 1 wiſte where were his cave, 
235 [[ he can make me ſlepin fone, 
| As did the goddeſſe Quene Alcyone; 
And thus this ylke god Morpheus 265 
May winnin of me mo fees thus 
{ Than er he wanne; and to Juno 
249 N That is his goddeſſe | ſhall fo do, 
I trowe that ſhe ſhal holde her paide. 
I kad unneth that worde iſaide, 270 
Right thus as [ have toldin you, 
Than ſodeinly, 1 ne wiſte howe, 
245 Boche a luſte anone me ytoke 
Io flepe, that right upon my boke 
] fel aflepe, and therwith even 275 
Me mette ſo inly ſoche a ſweven, 
* So wondirfull, that nevir yet 
2:4 I trowe no man ne had the wit 
Io connin wel my ſwe vin rede, 
No, nought Joſeph withoutin drede 280 
Ol Egypt, he which that rad ſo 
The king'is metinge Pharao, 
No more than coude the leſte of us, 
Nes nat ſcarſly Macrobeus, 
He that wrote al the' aviſion 285 
S Whiche that he met Kinge Scipion, 
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The noble man, the African, 

Soche mervaillis ſortunid than 

| trowe, arede my dremis even; 

Lo! thus it was, this was my ſweven : 
Me thoughtin thus, that it was Maye, 

And in the dawning there | lay 

Me met thus in my bed al naked, 

And lokid forthe, for 1 was waked 

With ſmale foulis a gret hepe, 

That had atraied me' out of my ſſepe 

Through noife and ſwetneſſe of ther ſonge; 

Aud as me met they fate amonge 

Upon my chambre rofe without, 

Upon the tyles ovreꝰ al about, 

And everiche ſonge in his wiſe 

The moſte ſwete and ſolempne ſerviſe 

By note that evir man I trowe 

Had herde, for ſome of hem ſonge lowe, 

Some high, and al of one accorde : 

To tellin ſhortly, at o worde, 

Was nevir herde ſo ſwete a ſteven, 

But it had be athinge of heven, 

So meric' a ſowne, ſo ſwete entunes, 

That certis for the towne of Vewnes 

I n'olde but I had herde *hem ſinge, 

For al my chambre gan to ringe 

Through ſinging of ther harmony, 

For inſtrument nor melody 
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Was no where herde yet halfe ſo ſwete, 315 
Nor of acorde halfe ſo mete, 
For there was none of hem that fained 
290 Lo ſinge, for eche of hem him pained 
To finde out many crafty notes, 
They ne yſparid nat ther throtes; 320 
And, ſoth to ſaine, my chambre was 
Ful wel depaintid, and with glas 
205 Were al the windowes wel yglaſed 
Ful clere, and nat an hole ycraſed, 
That to beholde it was grete joy, 3125 
For wholly al the ſtory* of Troy 
Was in the glaiſinge ywrought thus, 
300 Of tlector and Kinge Priamus, 
| Achilles and Kinge Lamedon, 
And eke Medea and Jaſon, 33D 
Of Paris, Heleine and Lavine; 
And al the walles with colours fine 
205 Mere paintid, bothe texte and gloſe, 
And al The Romaunte of the Rofe : 
My wyndowes werin ſhet ech one, 335 
And through the glaſſe the ſunne yſhone 
Upon my bed with bright bemis, 
210 Wich many glad gildy flremis; 
And eke the welkin was ſo faire, 


Blewe, bright, and clere, ywas the ayre, 349 
And ful attempre', in ſothe it was, 
For ncithir colde ne hote it n'as, 
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Ne in al the welkin was no clowde, 
Ard as T lay thus, wondir lowde 

Me thought I herde an huntir blowe 

T' affay his gret horne, and to knowe 

Whethre' it was clere or horſe of ſowne; 
And I herde goynge up and downe 

Men, horſis, houndes, and othir thinge, 

And al men ſpekin of huntinge, 


How they wolde fle the harte with ſtrength, 


And how the harte had upon length 

So moche enboſed, I n'ot nowe what. 
Anon right whan l herdin that, 

How that they wolde on huntinge gone, 

I was right glad, and up anone 

I toke my horſe, and forth | wente 

Out of chambre; I nevir ſtente 

Tyl I come to the felde without, 

There ovirtoke I a grete rout 

Of huntirs and of foreſters, 

And many relaies and limers, 

That hied hem to the foreſt faſt, 

And I with hem: ſo at the laſt 

I aſkid one lad, a lymere, 

Say, felowe, who ſhal huntin here? 

(Quod 1) and he anſwered ayen, 

Sir, the Emperour Octonyen, 

{Quod he) and he is here faſte by. 
A goddes halfe, in gode tyme, (quod I) 
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Than go we fait, und gan to ride; 
When we come to the foreſt fide 
345 Every man ydyd right ſone 
As uato huntinge fel to done. 
The maiftir hunte anone fote hote 373 
With his clere horne yblewe thremote 
At the uncouplinge of his houndis. 
350 Within a while the harte founde is: 
I halo wed and rechaſid faſt 
A longe time: and ſo at the Jaſt 380 
This harte rouſid and ſtale away 
Fro al the houndes a privy way. 
355 : The houndes had ovirſhot him all, 
And were on a defaulte yſal, 
Therwith the hont full wondir faſt 385 
Yblewe a forloyn at the laſte: 
l was go walkid fro my tre, 
ite And as i went there came by me 
| A whelpe, that fawned me as | ſtode, 
That had folowed and coude no gode; 390 
I: came and crepte to me as lowe, 
© Pight as it had me wele yknowe, 
365 Helde down his hed and joyned his eres, 
And laide al ſmothe adowne his heres. 
Y ! wolde have caught it up anone; 395 
It fled, and was fro me ygone : 
Ass l folowed and it forth went, 
370 5 Downe by a floury grene it went 
; I 5} 
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Ful thick of graſſe ful ſofte and ſwete, 

With flouris fele fare undir fete, 

And lytil uſed, it ſemid thus, 

For bothe Flora and Zephyrus, 

They two that makin flouris growe, 

Had made ther dwelling there l trowe, 

For it was on for to beholde 

As though the erthe there envye wolde 

To be gayir than is the heven, 

To havin mo flouris ſoche ſeven 

As in the welkin ſterris be, 

It had forget the povirte 

Of Wintir, through his colde morowes 

That made it ſuffre, and his ſorowes 

Al was forieten, and that was ſene, 

For all the wode was woxin grene, 

Swetneſſe of dewe had made it waxe. 
t is no nede eke for to axe 

Where there were many grene greves, 

Or thicke of trees ſo ful of leves, 

And every tree ſtode by him ſelve 

Fro othir wel ten fote or twelve, 

So grete trees and fo huge of ſtrength, 

Of fourty* or fifthy fadome length, 

All clene withoutin bowe or ſticke, 

With croppis brode, and eke as thicke, 

They werin not an ynche aſonder, 

That it was ſhadde ovir all under ; 
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And many' an hart and many” an hinde 
Was both before me and behinde, 

Of fawnis, ſowirs, buckis, does, 

Was ful the wodde, and many roes, 
And many ſquirrilis, that jete 

Ful high upon the trees and cte, 

And in ther manir madin ſeſtes: 
Shortly, it was ſo ful of beſtes 

That though Argus the noble countour 
Yſate to rekin in his countour, 

And rekin with his figures ten, 

For by tho figures newe al ken 

If they be crafty, reken and nombre, 
And tel of every thing the nombre, 
Yet ſhulde he faile to rekin even 

The wonders me met in my ſweven : 
But forthe | romed right wondir faſte 


Downe through the wode; ſo at the laſte 


was ware of a man in blacke, 
That ſate, and had yturned his backe 
Unto an ooke and huge tre; 


Lord] tho thought l, who may that be? 


What eylith him to ſittin here! 
And anon right I went him nere; 
Than founde I fitte evin upright 

A wondir faire weliaring knight, 
By the manir me thoughtin ſo 

Of g»de mokil, right yonge therto, 
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Of the' age of foure-and-twenty yere, 

Upon his berde but litil here, 

And he was clothid al in blacke; 

I ſtalkid even unto his backe; 

And there l ſtode as ſtil as ought, 

The ſothe to ſay he ſaw me nought ; 

For why ? he hinge his hed adowne, 

And with a dedly ſorowful ſowne 

He made of rime ten verſes or twelve 

Of a complainte unto himſelve, 

The moſte pite and the moſt routhe 

That evir I herde, for by trouthe 

It was grete wondir that Nature 

Might ſuffre any creiture 

To have ſoche forow* and he not ded; 

Ful pitous, pale, and nothing red, 

He ſaid a lay, a manir ſonge, 

Withoutin note, withoutin ſonge, 

And was this, for ful wel | can 

Reherſe it; right thus it began: 
have of ſorowe ſo grete wone, 

That joye ne get [ nevir none, 

Nowe that | ſe my lady bright, 

Which have loved with all my might, 

Is fro me ded, and 1s agone, 

And thus in ſorowe' lefte me alone : 

Alas! o Dethe ! what eylith the 

That thou n'oldiſt have takin me 
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Whan that thou toke my lady ſwete ? 
Of all godenes ſhe had none mete, 
That was ſo faire, ſo freſhe, fo fre, 
So gode, that men may wel yſe. 
Whan he had made thus his complainte 
His ſorowful hert gan faſt fainte, 
And his ſpiritis wexin dede, 
The blode was fledde for pure drede 
Downe to his herte to maken him warme, 
For wel it ſeled the herte had harme, 
To wete eke why it was adradde, 
By kinde, and ſor to make it gladde, 
For it is membre principal 
Of the body, and that made al 
His hewe ychaunge, and wexin grene 
And pale for there no blode is ſene 
Within no manir lymme of his. 
Anon therwith, whan l ſawe this, 
He farde thus yvil there he ſete, 
| went and ſtode right at his fete, 


And grette him, but he ſpake right nought, 


But arguid with his one thought, 

And in his witte diſputid faſte 

Bothe why and howe his lyfe might laſte, 
Him thought his ſorowes were ſo ſmerte, 
And lay fo colde upon his herte. 


So through his ſorowe' and holy thought 


Made him that he ne herde me nought, 


499. 


495 


JOS 


704 THE DREME OF CHAUCER, 


For he had welnye loſt his minde, 


Though Pan, that men clepe god of Kinde, 


Were for his ſorowes ner fo wrothe, 

But at the laſt, to ſaine right ſothe, 
He was ware of me howe | ſtode 
Before him and did of my hode, 

And had gret him as | beſt coude 
Bebonairly and nothing loude; 
He ſaid, I pray the be not wrothe, 
erde the not, to ſaine the ſothe, 
Ne I ſawe the not, Sir, truely. 

Ah, gode Sir! tho no force (quod 1) 
I am right ſory' if | have ought 
Diſtroublid you out of your thought ; 
Forieve me if | have myſſetake. 

Yes, the amendes is light to make, 
Quod he) for there lithe non therto; 
There is nothing miſſaide nor do. 

I. o howe godely yſpake this knight, 
As it had be anothir wight, 

And made it ncithir tough ne queint! 
And I ſawe that, and gan me” aqueint 
With him, and founde him ſo tretable, 
Right wondir ſkyiful and reſo'nable, 
As me thoughtin, for all his bale, 
Anon right I gan finde a tale 

To him, to loke where I might ought 
Tave more knowleging of his thought, 
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Sir, (quod I) this game is ydone, 
holde that this hart be ygone, 
Theſe huntis can him no where ſe. 
do no force therof. (quod he) 
My thought is theron ner a dele. 
By' our Lorde (quod I) | trowe you wele, 
Right ſo me thinkith by your chere; 
But, Sir, o thing wollin ye here ? 
Me thinketh in gret ſorowe' | you ſe, 
But certis, Sir, and if that ye 
Wolde aught diſcovir me your wo 
| wolde, as wiſe God helpe me lo, 
Amende it if | can or may, 
Ye mowin prove it by aſſay, 
For by my trouthe, to make you whole 
wol do al my powir whole; 
And telleth me of your ſorowes ſmert, 
Paraunter it may eſe your herte, 
That ſemeth ful ſyke undir your ſide. 
With that he loked on me afide, 
As who ſaithe nay, that n'yl not be. 
Graunt mercy, my gode frende ! (quod he) 
| thanke the that thou woldift ſo, 
But it may ner the rather be do; 
No man ne may my ſorowe glade, 
That maketh my hewe to fal and fade, 
And hath myn underſtanding lorne, 
That me is wo that | was borne; 
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May nought make my ſorowis ſlyde, 
Not all the rem'edies of Ovide, 

Ne Orpheus, god of Melodie, 

Ne Dedalus, with his playes ſiye, 
Ne hele me may no phyſicien, 
Nought Hippocrates ne Galen; 

Me' is wo that I live houris twelve; 
But whoſo wol aſſaye him ſelve 
Whether his hert can have pite 

Of any ſorowe let him ſe me, 


] wretche, that dethe hath made al naked 


Of al the bliſſe that er was maked, 

I wrothe, the werſte of alle wightes, 
That hate my dayis and my nightes; 
My lyfe, my luſtis, be me lothe, 

For alle fare and I be wrothe; 

The pure deth is ſo ful my foe 

That 1 wolde die it wil not foe, 

For whan | ſolowe' it it wil flye, 

} wold have him it n'il not me; 
And this 15 paine withoutin rede, 
Alway dyinge and be not dede, 
That Siſyphus that lycth in hel 
Nay may not of more ſorowe tel; 
And who ſo wiſte al, by my trouthe, 
All my ſorowe, but he hadde routhe 
And pyte of my ſorowes ſmerte 


That man yhath a ſendely herte, 
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For whoſo ſeeth me firſt on morowe 
May ſayne that he hath met with Sorowe, 


For | am Sorowe', and Sorowe' is I; 
Alas! and | wyl tel the why, 

. My ſorowe' is tournid to playnyng, 
* And al my laughtir to weping, 
My glad thoughtis to hevineſſe, 

In travaile is myn ydle neſſe, 

And eke my reſt, my wele is wo, 
My gode is harme, and evirmo 

In wrathe is tournid my playing, 
And my delite in forowing, 

Mun hele is turned into ſickeneſſc, 
ln drede is al my ſyckerneſſe, 

Jo derke is turnid al my lyght, 
My wytte is foly, my day night, 
My love is hate, my ſlepe wakyng, 
My mirth and melis is faſting, 
My countinaunce is nicete, 

And al abawed where fo | be, 

My pece is pleding, and in werre, 
Alas, howe might | fare in werre! 


My boldeneſſe is turnid to ſhame, 


k For faiſe Fortune hath played a game 
? At cheſſe with me, alas the while! 
he traytercfle falſe and ful of gyle, 
\ That al behoteth and nothing halte, 
© She gothe upright and yet ſhe halte, 
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That baggith foule and lokith fayre, 
The diſpitous and debonaire, 

That fcornith many a creture 

An ydole of falſe purtraiture 

is ſhe, for ſhe wol ſone wryen ; 

She is the monſtri's hed ywryen, 

As filthe, ovir yſtrowed with floures, 
Her moſte worſhip, and her floures, 
To lyen, for that 1s her nature, 
Withoutin faith, lawe, or meſure, 
She falſe is, and evir laughing 

With one, eye, and that othir weping, 
That is brought up ſhe ſet al downe; 
I likin her to the ſcorpiow ne, 

That 1s a falſe and flateryng beſt, 
For with his hed he makith feſt, 

But al amyd his flatiringe 

With his taile he wil ſorely ſtynge, 
And envenim, and fo wil ſhe; 

She is the envious Charite, 

That is aye falſe and ſemith wele, 
So turnith ſhe her falſe whele 
Aboute, ſor it is nothing table, 
Nowe by the fyre nowe at the table; 
Ful many' one hath ſhe thus yblent ; 
She is playe of enchauntement, 
That ſemith one and is not ſo: 


The falſe thefc what hath ſhe do 
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Troweſt thou? by* our Lorde | wil the ſay. 


At cheſſe with me ſhe gan to play; 
With her falſe draughtis fu] divers 
dhe ſtale on me, and toke my fers; 
And whan | ſawe my fers away, 
Alas! I couth no lengir play, 

But ſayid, Farewel ſwete! ywis, 
And farewel al that er there is; 


Therwith Fortune ylayid Cheke here, 
And mate in the* myd poynt of the' checkere 


With a paune errant. Alas! 

Ful craftyir to play ſhe was 

Than Athalus, that made the game 
Firſt of the cheſſe, ſo was his name; 
But God wolde | had ones or twiſe 
:conde and knowe the jeoperdiſe 
That coude the Greke Pythagorcs, 
| ſhulde have plaide the bet at ches, 
And kept my ſers the bet thetby; 
And though wWherto? for trewily 
holde that wiſhe not worthe a fire, 
It had be ner the bet for me, 

For Fortune can ſo many' a Wyle 


Ther be but fewe can her begile, 


And cke ſhe is the laſſe to blame, 
My ſelſe I wolde have do the ſame, 
Before God, had i ben as ſhe, 

She ought the more excuſid be; 
Vilume XI, 
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For this I ſay yet more therto, 


Had I he God, and might have do 639 
My wyl, whan ſhe my fers ycaught , 
I wolde have drawen the ſame draught, 

For al jo wiſe God gyve me reſte 5 
I dare wel {were ſhe toke the beſte, 7 
But thro he that draught I have ylorne 68; 

My biyſle, alas that | was borne! | 
For evirmore I trowe trewly, 3 
For al my wil, my luſte wholly 0 
| Is turne, but wote ye what to done ? | | 
[1 By” our Lorde it is to dyin ſone, 695 3 
For nothinge l ne leve it nought IP, 

| But lyve and dye right in this thought; 

1 There n'ys planet in ſir mamente, \ 
i Ne' in ayre ne in erthe none elemente, N 
That they ne yeve m' a yelte echone 695 7 
Of wepyng whan | am alone, þ 
| For M han that I adviſe me wele, y 
q And bethinke me everydele 1 
j How that there lieth in rekininge 7] 
| | In my ſorowis for nothinge, 7co A 
|| And howe there livith no gladneſſe 1 1 
% Nay gladdin me of my diſtreſſe, S 7 
And howe I have loſte ſuthſaunce, : 4 
And therto I have no pleſaunce, q | 
Than may I ſay | have right covg ht; 70 0 MW 1 
And whan al this falleth in my thought, = 
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Alas! than 2m l ovircome, 
For that is done this not to come: 
i have more forowe than Tanrale. 

And whan | herde him tel this tale 
Thus pitcully as | you tell, 
Unnethis myght I lengir dwell, 
It did myn herte fo mochill wo, 

A, gode Sir! (quod |) ſay nat fo, 
Have ſome pite on your nature, 
That fourmid you to a creture; 
Remembrith you of Socrates, 

For he ne count:th not thre {trees 
Of nought that Fortune coude ydo, 

No, (quod he) Ine can not lo, 
Why, gode Sir, ves parde, (quod I) 
Ne ſay not fo, for truily 
Though ye had loſt the ferſis twelve, 
And for ſorowe murdrid your felve, 
Ye ſhulde be dampnid in this cafe, 
By as gode right as Nledea was, 
That flough her childrin for Jaſon, 
And Phyllis for Demophoon, 

That lung her ſelf, fo welaway ! 

For he had brokin his tet me day 

To come to her. Anothir rage 

Had Dido, the Quene of Carthage, 
That flough her ſelf for Ancas 

Vas falſe, for whiche a fole ſhe was: 
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And Echo dyed for Narciſſus 
Ne wolde nat love her; and right thus 
Hath many' an othir foly done, 
And for Dalila died Sampſone, 
That ſloughe him ſelfe with a pilere; 
But there 1s no man alive here 
Wolde for ther feris make this wo, 
Why ſo? (quod he) it is not ſo, 
Thou woteſt ful lytil what thou meneſt, 
For | have loſte more than thou weneſt. 
And howe may that ybe? (quod I) 
Gode Sir, tellith me al wholly 
In what wiſe, howe, why, and wherfore, 
That ye have thus your bliſſe ylore. 
Blithely, (quod he;) come, ſit tho doun; 
I tel the on condicioun 
Thou ſhalte wholly with all thy wit 
Do thyne entente to herkin it. 
Yes, Sir. Than ſwere thy trouthe therto, 
Gladly to holdin the hereto, 
I ſhal right blithe, fo God me ſave, 
Wholly with all the witte | have 
Here you as wel as er [ can. 
A Godde's halfe, (quod he) and began. 
Sir, (quod he) ſithins firſte I couthe 
Have any manir witte fro youthe, 
Or kindily underſtandinge 
To comprehende in any thinge 
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* What love was in mine owac wit, | 
Dre dileſſe ! have evir yet bo 
Be tributary and yeve rente 765 if 
To Love wholly, with gode entente, fl 
And through pleſaunce become his thral # 
749 | 1 
W:th gode wil, body, herte, and al; [1 
Al this I pat in his ſervage 4 
As to my lorde, and dyd homage; 570 1 
And full de voutly' I praide hym tho 4 | 
745 He ſhulde beſet myns herte fo | | 
That it pleſaunce unto kim were 1 
And worſhip to my lady dere. * 
And this was long and many” a yere 775 I} | 
Er that min hert was ſet oM here) | | | 
730 That 1 dyd thus, and ne wift why, | | 
{ trowe it came me kindily; 1 I 
Paraunter I was therto moſt able 4 
As a white wal or a table, 780 j 1 
For it” is redy to catche and take ut 
755 Al that men wollin therin make, | | 
Whethir men will portrey or painte, vi 
Le the 1 werkis nevirto Quinte. J : 
And thilke tyme I farid 1 8 ſo, 785 1 | 4 
as able to' have lernid tho, f | 
700 And to have conde as wel or better 1 
ithir & or lettir 1 
love came firſt in my thought "| x 
re Ine lorgate it nought; "0" 1 | 
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I chees love to be my firſt craſte, 
And therfore it is with me lafte; 
For why? 1 toke' it of ſo yonge age 
That malice ne had my corage, 
Not that time turnid to nothing 
"Thorough to mokil knowleging, 
For that tyme Youth my maiſtireſſe 
Governid me in ydilneſle, 
For it was in my firſte youth, 
And though ful litil gode I couthe, 
For al my werkis were flittyng 
That time, and al my thought varying, 
Al thinges were to me yliche gode, 
That kncwe l tho, but thus it ſtode: 
It happed that | came on a day 
In to a place there that I ſey 
Trewly the fairiſt companie 
Of ladies that er man with eye 
Had ſene togithers in o place; 
Shal | clepe it happe eithir grace 
That brought nie there? nought but Fortune, 
That is to lyin ſui comune, 
The ſalſè traitireſſe perverſe, 
God wolde that I coulde clepe her werſe, 
For now ſhe worchith me ful WO, 
And | we! tcl the fone why ſo. 
Amonges theſe ladies thus echone, 
Thc ſothe to ſayin, 1 ſawe one 
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That ne was lyke none of the route, 
For | dare ſwere, withoutin doute, 
That as the ſommer's ſonnè bright 

Is fairer, clerer, and hath more lyght, 
Than any other planet in heven, 

The mone or the ſterris ſeven, 

For al the worlde right ſo had ſhe, 
Surmountin hem al of beaute, 

Of manir, and of comlyneſſe 

Of ſtature, and wel ſet gladneſſe, 

Of godelyhede, and ſo wel beſey, 
Shortly, what ſhal | more yſey ? 

By God and by his holowes twelve 

It was my ſwete right al her ſelve; 
She had fo ſtedfaſt countenaunce, 

So noble porte and maintenaunce, 
And Love, that wel yherde my bone, 
Yhad eſpyid me thus ſone 

That ſhe fill ſonè in my thought; 

As helpe me God ſo was Icought 

50 ſodainly, that I ne toke 

No maner counſaile but at her loke 
And at min herte; ſor why ? her eyen 
So gladly I trowe myn herte ſeyne, 
That purely tho min owne thought 
Said it were bet ſerve her for nought 
Than with anothir to be wele; 

And it was ſothe, for every dele 
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Ne 1 

I wil anone right tel the why: But 
I ſawe her daunce ſo comily, By ( 
Carol and ſing fo ſwetily, The: 
And laugh and play ſo womanly, $50 Tha 
And lokin fo debonairly, che! 
So godely ſpeke and fo frendely, In al 
That certes l trowe that evirmore Ne! 
N'as ſene ſo blisful a treſore; But 
For every here on her hed, 355" And 
The ſothe to ſay, it was not red, For | 
Ne neithir yelowe ne browne it n'as, But 
Me thought moſte like to golde it was; Alg: 
And whiche eyin my lady had, Toy 
Debonaire, gode, and glad, and fad, 860 That 
Simple”, of gode mokil, not to wide; | The 
Therto her loke n'as not aſide, | But 
Ne ovirthwart, but beſet ſo wele She | 
It drewe and toke up cverydele Of y 
Al whiche that on her gan beholde ; 865 In & 
Her eyin ſemed anone ſhe wolde But 
Have mercy, Folly wendin ſo, | Alas 
But it was ner the rathir do; That 
It n'as no counterfetid thinge, Me | 
It was ker owne pure loking, 670 For t 
Whiche that the goddeſſe Dame Nature And 
Had made hem opin by meſure 80 gt 
And cloſe, for were ſhe ner ſo glad l hax 


Her loking was not foliſne ſprad 
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Ne wildily though that ſhe plaide, 

But er me thought her eyin ſaide 

By God my wrathe is al forieve ; 
Therwith her liſte ſo well to live 

That Dulneſſe was of her adrad ; 

She n'as to ſobre ne to glad; 

In alle thingis mere meſure 

Ne had nevir | trowe creture; 

but many* one with her loke ſhe herte, 
And that ſate her full lyte at herte, 

For ſhe knewe nothinge of ther thought; 
But wher ſhe knewe or knewe it nought 
Algate ſhe ne' rought of hem a tre; 
To get her love no nere n'as he 

That woned at home than he in Inde; 
The formiſt was alway behinde; 

But gode folke ovir al othir 

She loved as man may his brothir, 

Of whiche love ſhe was wendir large 

In ſkilful placis that bere charge; 

But whiche a viſage had ſhe therto! 
Alas! my herte is wondir wo 

That I ne can diſfcrivin it, 

Me lackith bothe Engliſhe and wit 

For to undo it at the ful, 

And cke my ſpirites ben ſo dull 

50 gret a thinge for to deviſe; 

have no wyt that can ſuſſy ſe 
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To comprchendin her beaute ; 
But thus moche ] dare ſaine, that ſhe 
Was white, rody, freſhe, lifely hewed, 
And every day her beaute newed ; 
And nyghe her face was aldirbeſte, 
For certis Nature had ſoche leſte 
To make that faire, that trewly ſhe 
Was her chefe patron of beaute, 
And chefe eaſample? of al her werke 
And monſtre, for be' it ner ſo derke 
Me thinketh I ſe her evirmo ; 
And yct moreovir, though al tho 
That ever lived were now a lyve 
Ne wolde thei have founde to diſcrive 
In al her face a wickid ſigne, 
For it was ſad, ſimple', and benigne. 
And ſoche a godely ſwetè ſpeche 
Thad that ſwete, my lyv'is leche, 
So frendely, and ſo well ygrounded, 
Upon reſon ſo wel ifounded, 
And (6 tretable to al gode, 
That I dare ſwere wel by the rode 
Of cloquence was nevir ſonde 
So ſwete a ſowning and faconde, 
Ne trewir tonged, ne ſcornid laſſe, 
Ne bet coude hele, that by the maſſe 
I durſte ſwere, though the Pope it ſonge, 
That ther was ner yet through her tonge 
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lan ne woman gretly harmid, 


As for her was al harme yhid, 
Ne laſſe flatiring in her worde, 
That purely her ſimple recorde 


Vas ſounde as trewe as any bonde 

Or trouthe of any mann'is honde. 

Ne chide ſhe coulde nevir a dele, 
That knowith al the worlde ful wele. 


Put ſoche a faireneſſe of a necke 


Ykad that ſwete, that bone nor brecke 
N'as there none ſein that miſſeſatte, 
t was white, ſmothe, ſtreight, and pure flatte, 


Without in hole or cancl bone, 
And by ſeming ſhe ne had none. 


Semed as a runde tour of y voire, 
Of gode gretneſſe, and not to grete; 


Her throte, as | have nowe memoire, 


And Faire White ywas ſhe hete, 
That was my ladies name right, 


uud ſhe was therto faire and bright; 
She ne had not ker name wronge : 
Riplit faire ſholdirs and body longe 


dhe had, and armis evir lith, 


Fettiſne, ficſhy, nat grete ther with; 
Right white handis, and nailis rede; 


Rounde breſtis; and of a gode brede 


Her hippis were; a fireight ſiatte backe, 
11 


. 


newe on her none othir lacke, 
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That al her limmis n'ere pure ſewing, 
In as ferre as | had knowing : 
Therto ſhe coulde ſo wel yplaye 
What that her lyite, that I tare ſaye 
That ſhe was lyke to torche bright, 
That every man may take of light 
Ynough, and it hath ner the leſſe 
Of manir and of comlyneſſe. 

Right ſo farid my lady dere, 
For every wight of her manere 
Moght catche ynough if that he wolde, 
vf he had eyen her to beholde, 
For I dare ſwere wel if that ſhe 
Had among tenne thouſande ybe 
She woldin have be at the beſte 
A chefe myroure cf al the ſeſte, 
Though they had ſtondin in a rowe 


To mennis eyen that coulde have knowe; 


For where ſo men had plaide or waked 
Me thought the felowſhippe as naked 
Withoutin her that l ſawe ones 
As 2 corowne withoutin ſtones; 
Trewily ſhe was to min eye 
The' ſolein phoenix of Arabye, 
For there livith nevir but one, 
Ne ſuche as ſhe ne knowe |] none: 
To ſpeke of godeneſſe, trewly ſhe 

lad as mochil debona:rte 


A 
-_ 


960 


965 


9.5 


920 


Ant 
Har 
(a) 
Wh; 
Had 
And 
But | 
Ther 
And 
That 
Had 
In he: 
Thert 
To ha 
And e 
1 nat ( 


So pur 


Andr 
It lolo 


Fy 
1 3 
ones [114 


Theſe 


Fly 


THE DREME OF CHAUCER, 121 


As er had Heſter in the Bible, 
90⁰ and more, if more were poſſible; 
And, ſothe to ſayin, therwithal 
*he hadde a witte ſo general, 999 
go whole enclinid to al gode, 
That al her witte was ſette by the' rode 
965 Without malyca, upon gladneſſe; 
And therto' I ſawe ner yet a leſſe 
Harmful than ſhe was in doing; 
ſy not that ſhe n' hadde knowyng 
What harme ywas, or ellis ſhe 
9:9 ad coulde no gode, fo thinkith me; 
And trewly for to ſpeke of trouthe, 
But ſhe had had it had be routhe, 
Theret ſhe had ſo moche her dele, 
And ] dare ſaine and ſwere it welc, 
955 That Trouthe him ſelfe over al and al 
Had choſe his manor principal 
In her, that was his reſting place; 
Therto ſhe had the moſtè grace 
To have ſtedfaſte perſeveraunce, 
And eſy' attempre govirnaunce, 


920 


Ihat evir I knewe or wiſte yet, 

do pure ſufteraunt was her wit; 

Ard reſon gladly ſhe' underſtode, 

i: lolowid wel ſhe coulde gode ; 

dhe vid gladly to do wele : 

Theſe were her manirs every dele. 
Falume Al. J. 
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Therwith ſhe lovid ſo wel right 1019 
She wronge do wouldin to no wight; It 
No wight ne might do her no ſhame, 
She lovid ſo wel her owne name. It 
Her luſt to holde no wight in honde, 
Ne be thou ſiker ſhe wolde not fonde 1c20 110 
o holdin no wight in balaunce Yo 
By halfe worde ne by countinaunce, An 
But if men wolde upon her lye, WI 
Ne ſende men into Walakye, \ 
To Pruiſe and to Tartarie, 1025 


To Aliſaundrie ne Turkye, 
And bidde him faſt anon that he 
Go hodeleſle into the drie ſe, 
And come home by the Carrenare; 
And, Sir, be ye nowe full ryght ware ©30 

'That I may of you here men ſaine 
Wurſhippe or that ye come againe. 

She ne uſed no ſoche knackis ſmale: 
But therfore that 1 tel my tale, 
Rizht on this ſame, as I have ſaide, 1033 
Was wholly al my love ylaide, 
For certis ſhe was that ſwete wiſe, 
Xly ſuffiſaunce, my luſte, my life, 
Min hope, min hele, and al my bleſſe, 
My worlde's welfare aud my goddeſſe, 1040 
And Iwholly' hers, and every dele. 

By' our Lorde! (quod |) I trowe you wele, 
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916 Hardly your love was wel beſet, 1 
7 I n'ot howe it might have do bet. | | 
Bettir! ne not ſo wel (quod he.) 1045 1 


I trowe it, Sir, (quod I) parde. 
Nay leve it wel. Sir, ſo do I; 
1020 leve you wel that trewily 
You thought that ſhe ywas the beſt, 
And to beholde the alderfaireſt, 1050 
Who ſo had loked her with your eyen. 
With myn! nay, al whiche that her ſeyen 
1025 Sayid and ſwore that it was ſo, 
And though they ne had | wolde tho 
Have lovid beſt my lady fre 
Though I had had al the beaute 
That er had Alcibiades, 
1030 And al the firength of Hercules, 
And thereto had the worthineſſe 
Of Aliſaundre', and al the' richeſſe 
That evir was in Babyloine, 
In Carthage or in Macedoine, 
Or in Rome or in Ninive, 
And therto al ſo hardy be 
As was Hector, ſo have joye, 
That Achilles yſlongh at Troye, 
And therfore was he flayne alſo 
t a temple, for bothe two 
Vere flaine, he' and Antilegius, 
And fo ſaithe Dares Fregius, 


8 + wn 
- 3 2 — — LENS —— 2 — 


1035 


104 


© 
L ij 


124 THE DREME Or CHAUCER» 


For the love of Polyxena, 
Or ben as wiſe as Minerva, 
I wolde evir withoutin drede 
Have lovid her, for I muſte nede. 

Nede! nay, trewly | gabbe nowe 
Nought nede, and | wol tellin howe, 
For of gode wil min herte it wolde, 
And cke to love her | was holde, 
As for the fairiſt and the beſte ; 
Ghe was as gode, ſy have [ refſte, 
As was Penelope of Grece, 
Or as the noble wife Lucrece, 
That was the beſte, he tellith thus 
The Romane Titus Livius, 
She was as gode, and nothing like, 
Though ther tories be autentike, 
Algate ſhe was as trewe as ſhe. 

But wherfore that I tellin the, 
Whan that I firſt my lady fey 
I was right yonge, the ſothe to ſey, 
And ful gret nede | had to lerne, 


Whan that myn herte woldin yerne; 


To love it was a gret empriſe, 

But as my wite wolde beſte ſuffiſe; 
Aſtir my yonge and childely wit 
Withoutin drede | beſet it 

To lovin her in my beſte wiſe, 

To de her wurſhip and the fſerviſe 
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Whiche that I coude tho, by my trouthe, 
Withoutin faining eithir flouthe, 
For wondir faine | wolde her ſe; 
So mokill it amendid me, 
That whan | ſawe her a morowe 
was wariſhed of al my ſorowe 
Of al day aftir tel" it were eve; 
Me thoughtin nothinge might me greve 
Were my ſorowes nevir ſo ſmerte, 
And yet ſhe ſyt ſo in min herte 
That by my trouthe I n'olde nought 
For al this worlde out of my thought 
Yleve my lady; no trewly. 
Nowe by my trouthe, Sir, (quod I) 
Me thinkith ye have ſoche a chaunce 
As ſhrifte withoutin repentaunce. 
Repentaunce! nay, nay ; iye! (quod he) 
Shuldin | nowe repentin me 
To love? nay, certes, than were | wel 
Worſe than ywas Achitophel 
Or Antenor, ſo have l joye, 
The tualtour that betrayid Troye, 
Or than the ſalſe Ganelion, 
He that purchaſid the traiſon 
Of Roulande and of Olivere: 
Nay, while that I am alive here 
In'yl foriet her nevirmo, 
Nowe, gode Sir, quod I to him tho, 
L ii 
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Ye have wel tolde me here before, 
It' is no nede to reherſe it more, a 
Howe that ye ſawe her firſt, and where, 
But wolde ye tel me the manere 
To her whiche was your firſtè ſpeche, 
Therof I wolde you beleche, 

And howe that ſhe knewe firſt your thought, 
Whethir ye lovid her or nought, 

And telleth me eke what ye have lore; 
I herde you tellin here before, 

Ye ſaide thou n'otiſt what thou meneſt, 
Yor I have loſte more than thou weneſt ? 
And what loſſe is that ? (quod I tho;) 
Nil ſhe not love you? is it ſo? 

Or havin ye ought done am's, 

That ſhe hath lefte you? is it this? 

For Godd'is love tellith me al. 

Before Cod (quod he) and I ſhal. 

I ſay right as | have yſaide, 

On her was al my love ylaide, 

And yet ſhe n'ifte it ner a dele 

Not longe dyme, levith it wele, 

For be right ſykir I durſt nought 

For al this wor lde tel her my thought, 
Ne'l wolde have wrataid her trewly; 
For wolt thou why? ſhe was lady 

Of the body that had the herte, 

Aud whoY hath that may not aſterte. 
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But for to kepe me fro' ydleneſſe 
Trewly I dy4 my buſineſſe 
To make ſongis as I beſt coude, 
And oftin time I ſonge hem loude, 
And made ſongis this a grete dele, 
Although I coude nat make fo wele 
Songis, ne knewe the arte ſo al, 
As coude Lamck' is ſone Tubal, 
That founde out firſt the arte of ſonge, 
For as his brothir's hamirs ropge 
Upon his anvelt up and downe 
Therof he toke the firſtè ſowene. 
But Grekes ſaine of Pythagoras 
That he the firſt findic ywas 
Of the arte, Aurora tellith ſo; 
But therof no force of hem two; 
Algatis ſongis thus I made 
Of my felyng, min herte to glade, 
And lo! this was the althir firſt, 
I n'ot whethir it were the werſt: 
Lorde! it makith min herte light 
Whan that I thinke on that ſwete wight 
That is ſo ſemely on to ſe, 
And wiſhe to God it might ſo be 
That ſhe wolde holde me for her knight, 
My lady, that' is ſo faire and bright. 
Nowe have I tolde the, ſoth to ſay, 
My ürſte ſonge, Upon a day 
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] bethought me what mochil wo 
And ſorowe that I ſuffrid tho 

For her, and yet ſhe wiſte it nought ; 
Ne tel her durſt I not my thought: 
Alas! thaught I, I can no rede, 

And but I tel her l' am but dede, 
And if I tel her, to ſay ſothe, 

I am adradde ſhe wol be wrothe : 
Alas! what fhal I than ydo? 

In this debate I was ſo wo 

Me thought myne herte braſt atwaine, 
So at the laſte, ſothe for to ſaine, 

I bethought me that Dame Nature 
Ne formid nevir in creture 

So mochil beante trewily 

And bountie withoutin mercy, 

In hope of that my tale I tolde 
With ſorowe, as that I ner ſholde 
For nedis, and maugre myne hed 
I mutt have tolde her or be ded. 

I n'ot wel howe that I began, 

Ful yvil reherce it I can, 

And eke, as helpe me God withal, 

| trowe it was in the diſmal, 

That was the ten woundes of Egypte, 
For many” a worde l ovirſkipte 

In telling my tale, for pure ſere 

Leſt that my wordis myſſeſet were; 
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With ſorowful hert and woundes dede, 
Softely, and quakirg for pure drede 
1185 And ſhame, and ſtinting in my tale 
For ferde, and min hewe alle pale; 
Ful ofte | wexte bothe pale and red, 
Bowing to her | hinge the hed; 
durſt not onis loke her on, 
1190 For wit, manir, and al, was gone; 
I ſaide, Mercy, ſwete! and no more: 
It n'as no game; it fate me ſore. 
So at the laſte, the ſothe to ſaine, 
Whan that myne herte was come againe, 
1195 To tellin ſhortly al my ſpeche, 
Wich whole herte I gan her beſeche 
That ſhe wolde be my lady ſwete, 
And ſwore and hertely gan her hete 
Evir to be ſtedfaſte and trewe, 
T2CO And love her alway freſhly newe, 
And nevir othir lady have, 
And all her worſhip for to ſave 
As | beſte coude, 1 ſwere her this, 
For yours is al that er ther is, 
1205 For evirmore, myne herte ſwete! 
And ner to falſe you but I mete 
In'yl, as wiſe God helpe me ſo. 
And han I had my tale ydo 
God wote ſhe? acomptid not a ſtre 
121% 0: al my tale, ſo thoughtin me: 
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To tel ſhortly, right as it is, 
Trewly her anſwere it was this; 

I can not nowe wel countrefete 
Her words, but this was the grete 
Of her anſwere : ſhe ſayid Nay 

Al utterly. Alas that day 

The ſorowe' I ſuffrid and the wo! 
That trewly Caſſandra, that ſo 
Bewaylid the diftruccion 

Of Troye and of {lion 

Had ner ſoche ſorowe as I tho; 

I durſtin no more ſay therto 

For pure fere, but yſlale away, 
And thus I lyved ful many'a day, 
That trewily | had no nede 

Ferthir than at my bedd'is hede 

Ne vir a day to ſechin ſorowe, 

I founde it redy every morowe; 
For why ? I loved her in no gere. 

So it befell an othir yere 

I thought onis | wouldin fonde 

To doe her knowe and undirſtonde 
My wo; and ſhe well undirſtode 
That I ne wilnid thyng but gode 
And worſhip, and to kepe her name 
Ovir all thynges, and drede her ſhame, 
And was ſo buſie her to ſerve, 

And pitie were I ſhouldin ſterve, 


1240 


1245 At 


T250 Yr 


1275 Shi 


1260 


1265 


1240 


1245 


1250 


1255 


1269 


1265 


THE DREME OF CUAUCER, 


Sithe that I wilned none harme iwis, 
So when my ladie knewe all this, 
My ladic yave me all whollie 
The noble yeſt of her mercie, 
S2vyng her worſhip by al wales; 
Dredeleſſe I mene none othir waies, 
And there with. ſhe yave me a ryng, 
I trowe it was the firſtè thyng: 
But if myne hertè was iwaxe 
Glad that it is no nede to axe. 
As helpe me God I was as blive 
Yraiſid as fro deth to live, 
Of all happis the aldirbeſt, 
The gladdiſt and the moſte at reſt, 
For truilie that ſwete wight, 
When I had wrong and ſhe the riglit, 
She wouldin alwaie fo godelie 
Foryeve me ſo debonairlie 
In all my youth, in alle chaunce, 
She toke me in her govirnaunce ; 
Therewith ſhe was alwaie ſo true, 
Our joye was evir iliche newe; 
Our hertis werne ſo even a paire, 
That nevir n'as that one contraire 
Unto that othir for no wo, 
For ſothe iliche thei ſuſſrid tho. 
O bliſſe, and eke o ſorowe bothe! 
liche thei were bothe glad and wrothe. 


1270 


1275 


1280 


1285 


1290 


PP Se 
"SI — — 


- - ao 
9 


132 THE DREME OF CHAUCER, 


All was us one withoutin were; 

Ard thus we lived full many'a yere 

So well I can not tellin how, 

Sir, (quod I) and where is ſhe now:? 
Now ! quod he, and yſtinte anone, 
Therewith he woxe as dedde as ſtone, 
And ſaied, Alas that I was bore! 

'7 hat was the lofle that here before 

I tolde the that l had ylorne. ; 
Bethinke the how l ſaicd beforne 

Thou woſte full lityl what thou mencſt, 

For I have loſle more then thou weneſt. 
God wot, alas! right that was ſhe. 

Alas, Sir! how ? what maie that be ? 

She is dedde! Naic! Ves, by my trouthe. 
Is that your loſſe? by God it' is routhe. 
And with that worde right anone 

Thei gan to ſtrake forthe ; all was done 

For that tymè the hart huntyng. 

With that me thoughtin that this kyng 
Began homewardis for to ride 
Unto a place was there beſide, 

Whiche tnat was from us but a lite, 

A long caſtill with wallis white, 

By Sa:n& John, on a rich? hill, 

A3 me mette; but thus it befill: 

Right thus me mette, as I you tell, 
That in the caſtell there was 2 bell, 
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As it had ſmittin hovris twelve, 

And therewith 1 awoke my ſelve, 
And found me lying in my bedde, 
And the boke whiche that I had cedde 
Of Alcyone and Ceix the kyng, 

And of the goddis of Slepyng, 

| found it in myne hond ful evin; 
Thought 1 this is ſo queint a ſwevin 1330 
That I would by proceſle of tyme 


F onde to put this ſwevin in rime 

As 1 can beſt, and that anon: 

1his was was my ſwevin, now it' is doen, 1334 
Explicit. 


This ſeems an envoy to the Dule of Lancaſier after bis leſs 
of Blanch. 

My maſter, Sc. When of Chriſt our kyng 

Was alkid, What is trothe or ſothfaſtneſſe, 

He not a worde anſwerde to that aikyng, 

As who ſaieth, no manne is all true | geſſe; 

And therefore though | hight for to expreſſe 

The ſorowe' and wo that is in mariage 

dare not writen of it no wickidneſſo, 

Leſt 1 my ſelf ſall eft in ſoche dotage. 2 
woll not ſate how that it is the chaine 

Ot Sathanas on whiche he knawith ever, 

But { dare ſaine were he out of his paine 
Felume XI. M 


134 THE DREME OF CHAUCER, 


As by his will he would be boundin never; 

But thilke dotid fole that eft hath lever 

Ichainid be than out of priſone crepe, 

God let hym nevir fro his woe diſcever, 

Ne no man hym bewailin though he wepe. 
But yet leſſe thou do worſe takith a wife; 

Bet is to wedde than brennin in worſe wiſe; 

But thou ſhalt have ſorowe on thy fleſhe thy life, 

And ben thy wiv'is thralle, as ſaine theſe wile; 

And if that holy writte maie not ſuffiſe 

Experience ſhall the teche, ſo maie happe: 

Take the waie levir to be taken in Friſe 

Then eft to fall of weddyng in the trappe. 
This lityl writte, proverbis or figure, 

7 ſende you, takith kepe of it rede; 

Unrviſe is he that can no Tele endure; 

F thou be filir put the not in drede 

Ihe Wife of Bathe I praie you tbat ye rede 

Of this matter which that we have on honde: 

God grauntin you your life frely to lede 

In fredome, for foule is it to be boiide, 

Explicit, 
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All Fowles are gathered before Nature on St. Valentine's 
Day tochuſe their mates. A formal eagle being beloved of 
three tercels requireth a year's reſpite to male her choice, 
upon this triall, Qui bien aime tard oublie, he that lo- 
veth well is flow to forget. 


Tas life ſo ſhort, the craft ſo long to lerne, 

The aſſaye ſo hard, ſo ſharp the conqueryng, ' 

The dredefull joy, alwaie that flit ſo yerne, 

All this mene I by Love, that my felyng 

Aſtonieth with his wondirfull werkyng 

So ſore iwis, that when I on him thinke 

Naught wete | well whether 1 flete or fink. 7 
For all be that I knowe not Love in dede, 

Ne wot how that he quitith folke ther hire, 

Yet happith me full ofte in bokis rede 

Of his miraclis and his cruill ire, 

There rede [ well he woll be lorde and fire: 

dare not ſaie his ſtrokis be ſo ſore, 

But God fave ſoche a lorde! | can no more. I4 
Of uſage, what for luſt and what for lore, 

On bokis rede l oft, as I you tolde, 

But wherfore that I ſpeke all this, naught yore 

Agon it happid me for to beholde 

\Upon a boke iwritte with lettirs old, 

And thereupon a certain thing to lerne, 

The longe daie full faſt I radde and yerne; 21 
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For out of the olde feldis, as men faieth, 
Comith all this newe corne fro yere to yere, 
And out of olde hokis, in gode faicth, 
Comith all this newe ſcience that nien lere: 
But now to purpoſe : as of this mattere 
Lo redin forthe, it gan me lo delite 
That all that daie me thought it but a lite, 

This boke of whiche | makin mencion 
Entitlid was right thus, as I ſhall tell, 
Tullius ot the Drame of Scipion; 

Chapiters ſeven it had of heven and hell, 
And yerth, and ſoulis that therein do dwell, 
Of whiche, as ſhortly as | can it trete, 

Ot this ſentence I woll you ſaine the grete. 

Firſt tellith it when Scipion was come 
In Afrike how he metith Mlaſſiniſſe, 

That hym for joie in armis hath inome; 
Then tellith he her ſpeche, and all the bliſſe 


That was betwixt hem til the daie gan miſſe, 


And how his aunceſter Aﬀrikan ſo dere 
Gan in his ſlepe that night till hym appere: 
Then tellith it that from a ſterrie place 


How Affrikan hath hym Carthage yſhewed, 


And warnid hym beſorne of all his grace, 


And ſaied hym, What man, lcrid eithir leude, 


* 
* 


hat lovith common profite well itheude, 
He ſhould into a blisfull place ywende, 
Ihre as jove is that laſt withoutin ende: 
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Then aſkid he if folke that here ben dede 

Have life and dwellyng in an othir place? 

Aud Affrikan ſaied Ve, withoutin drede, 

And how our preſent worldly liv'is ſpace 

N'is but a manir deth, what waie we trace, 

And rightfull folke ſhull gon aftir thei die 

To heven, and ſhewid hym the Galaxie: 56 
Then ſhewed he him the little yerth that here is 

To regarde of the hevin's quantite, 

And after ſhe wid he hym the nine ſperis, 

And aitir that the melodie herd he 

That comith of thilke ſperis thryis thre, 

That welles of muſike ben and melodie 

In this worlde here and cauſe of harmonie: 63 
Then ſaied he him, Sens that yerth was ſo lite, 

And full of tourment and of hardè grace, 

That he ne ſhuld hym in this worlde delite; 

Then tolde he him in certain yeris ſpace 

That every ſterre ſhould come into his place 

There it was firſt, and all ſkould out of mind 

That in this worlde is doen of all mankynd: 70 
Then praied hym Scipion to tell hym all 

The waie to come into that hevin bliſſe; 

And he ſaied, Firſt knowe thy ſelf immortal, 

And loke aie buſely that thou werche and wille 

To common profite, and thou ſhalt not mille 

To come ſwiftly unto that place dere 

That full of blifle is and of ſoulis elere. » 7 
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And brekirs of the lawe, the ſothe to faine, 
And likerous folke aftir that thei ben dede, 
Shu!l whirle about the world alwaie in pain 
Till many' a worlde be paſſid, out of drede, 
And then forye vin all ther wickid dede; 
Then ſhullin thei come to that blisfull place, 
To vchiche to comin God ſendin the grace. 

The daie gan failin, and the darkè night, 
That revith beſtis from ther buſineſſe, 
Berafte me my boke for lacke of light, 

And to my bedde I gan me for to dreſſe, 
Fulfilled of thought and buſie hevineſle, 


For bothe | had thyng whiche that | ne wolde, 


And eke l ne had that thyng that I welde, 
But, finally, my ſpirite at the laſte, 

For werie of my labour all that date, 

Toke reſt, that madin me to ſlepin taſte, 

And in my flepe I mer as that I laie 

How Afﬀrikan, right in the ſelf araie 

hat Scipion hym ſawe before that tide, 

Was come, and ſtode right at my bedd'is fide. 
The werie huntir ſlepyng in his bedde 

The wodde ayen his minde goith anone, 

The judge ydremith how his plees be ſpedde, 

The cartir dremith how his cartis gone, 


Ihe rich of gold, the knight fight with his fone, 


Ihe ſicke ymette he drinkith of the tonne, 
Ihe lovir mette he hath his ladie wonne, 
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Can I not ſaine if that the cauſe ywere 
For l had radde of Affrikan beforne 
That madin me to mete that he ſtode there, 
But thus ſaid he; Thou haſt the ſo wel borne 
In lukyng oi myne olde boke all to torne, 
Of whiche Macrobie ne raught not a lite, 
That ſomedelc of thy labour would l quite. 112 
Thou Citkerea, blisfull ladie ſwete! 
T:at with thy fire brond dauntiſt when the leſt, 
That madiſt me this ſwevin for to mete, 
Be thou my helpe in this, for thou maiſt beſt, 
As wiſely as 1 feigh the north northweſt 
When I began my fwevin for to write, 
do yeve me might to rime it and endite. 119 
This foreſaid Aﬀrikan me hent anone, 
And ſotthe with hym unto a gate ybrought 
Right of a parke ywallid with grene ſtone, 
4nd oer the gate with lettirs large ywrought 
There werin verſis writtin, as me thought, 
On eithir halfe, of full grete difference, 
On which I ſhall you faie the plain ſentence. 126 
Through me men gon into that blisful place 
Of hertis hele and dedly woundis cure, 
Through me men gone into the well of grace, 
There grene and luſtie Maic ſhall er endure ; 
This is the waie to all gode avinture 
Be glad, thou reder, and thy ſorowe' of caſt, 
Al open am 1; paſſe in; and ſpede the faſt, 133 
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Through me men gon, then ſpake that othic ſide, 


Unto the mortall ſtrokis of the ſpere, 
Of whiche Diſdain and Daungir is the gide, 
There nevir tre ſhall fruit ne levis bere; 
This ſtreme you ledith to the ſorowfull were 
There as the fiſhe in priſon is all drie; 
The' cſchewyng is onely the remedie. 
Theſe verſis of gold and aſure writte were, 
Of whiche | gan aſtonied to beholde, 
For with that one enereſid all my fere, 
And with that othir gan my herte to bolde; 
That one me het, that othir did me colde: 
No wit had I for errour for to cheſe 
To entre' or flie, or me to fave or leſe. 
Right as betwixtin adamantis two 
Of cvin weight a pece cf yron ſer 
Ne hath no might to movin to ne ſro, 
Vor what that one maie hale that othir let; 
50 fared I, that I n'iſt where me was bet 
To entreꝰ or leve, til Affrican my gide 
Ne hent, and ſhove in at the gatis wide, 
And ſaicd, It ſtandith writtin in thy face 
Thyvne errour, though thou tell it not to me, 
But dred the not to come into this place, 
For this writyng is nothyng mente by the, 
Ne by none but he Lov'is ſervaunt be, 
For thou of love haſt loſt thy taſt ! geſle, 
As Gcke man hath of ſwete and bittirneſſe. 
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But natheles, although that thou be dull, 

That which thou canſt not doe yet maieſt thou fe, 

For many'a man that maie not ſtande a pull 

Yet liketh it hym at wreſtlyng for to be, 

And demith whethir he doe bet or he; 

And if thou haddiſt connyng tor t' endite 

| ſhall the ſhewin mattir of to write, 162 
With that my hand in his he toke anon, 

Of whiche 1 comfort caught, and went in faſt; 

But Lorde! ſo | was glad and well begon! 

For ovir all where | myne evin caſt 

Were treis clad with leves that aie ſhal laſt, 

Eche in his kinde, with colour freſhe and grene 

As emeraude, that joie it was to ſene. 175 
The bildir oke, and eke the hardie asſhe, 

The pillir elme, the coflir unto caraine, 

The boxe pipetre, the holme to whippis lasſhe, 

The failing. firre, the cypres deth to plaine, 

The ſhotir ewe, the aſpe for ſhaftis plaine, 

The' olive of pece, and eke the qronkin vine, 

The victor palme, the laurir to divine. 182 
A gardein ſawe I full of bloſomed bowis 

Upon a rivir in a grene mede 

There as ſweteneſle evirmore inough is, 

With flouris white and blewe, yelowe and rede, 

And colde and clere welleſtremis nothyng dede, 

That ſwommin full of ſmaleè ſiſhis light, 

With finnis rede and ſcalis ſilvir bright. Ig 
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On every bough the birdis herd I ſyng 
With voice of angell in ther harmonie, 
That buſied hem ther birdis forthe to bryng, 
The little pretie conies to ther plaie gan hie, 
And ſurthir all about I gan eſpie 
The dredſull roe, the buck, the hart, and hind, 
Squirils, and beſtis ſmall of gentle kind. 196 
Of inſtrumentes of ſtringis in accorde 
Herd [ fo plaie a raviſhyng ſwetneſſe 
That God, that makir is of all and lorde, 
Ne herd nevir a bettir, as I geſſe, 
Therewith a winde, unneth it might be leſle, 
Made in the levis grene a noiſe ſoft 
Accordant to the Foulis ſong on loſt. 203 
The aire of the place ſo attempre was 
That ner was ther grevaunce of hot ne cold, 
There was cke every wholſome ſpice and gras, 
Ne no man maie there waxin ſike ne old; 
Yet was there more joie a thouſande fold 
Then l can tell, or evir could or might ; 
There is evir clere daie and nevir night. 210 
Undir a tre beſide a well I ſeye 
Cupide our lorde his arrowes forge and file, 
And at his fete his bowe all redie laye, 
And well his doughtir temprid all the while 
The heddis in the well, and with her wile 
She couchid ' hem aftir as thei ſhould ſerve, 
Some for to flea, and ſome to wound and carve. 
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Tho was I ware of Pleſance anon right, 
And of Arraie, Luſte, Beaute', and Curtiſie, 
And of the craft that can yhave the might | 
To doen by force a wight to doen folie, | 
Disfigurid was ſhe, I will not lie, | 
And by hymſelf, undir an oke l geſle, 
196 Sawe Delite, that ſtode with Gentilneſſe: 124 
Then ſawe I Beautic with a nice atire, 
And Youth, all full of game and jolite, 
Fole Hardineſſe, Flattirie, and Deſire, 
Mcſſagerie, and Mede, and othir thre, 
Ther namis ſhall not here be tolde for me, 
And upon pillirs grete of jaſpir long 
ſawe a templeꝰ of braſſe ifoundid ſtrong ; 23k 
And about the temple dauncid alwaie 
Women inow, of which fome there ywere 
, Faire of hemſelf, and ſome of hem were gaie; 
In kirtils all diſheveled went thei there, 
That was ther office er fro yere to yere; 
And on the temple ſawe 1 white and faire 
210 Olf dovis ſittyng many' a thouſande paire. 238 
Before the temple dore full ſobirlie 
Dame Pece yſat, a curtaine in her honde, 
And her beſidis wondir diſcretlie 
Dame Pacience yſittyng there I fonde, 
With face pale, upon an hill of ſonde, 
And alchir nexte, within and cke without, 
'Tve. 21] WR Bcheſt and Arte, and of ther folke a rout, 245 
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Within the temple” of ſighis hote as fire 
I herd a ſwough that gan about to ren, 
Whiche ſighis were engendrid with deſire 
That madin every hertè for to bren 
Of newe flambe; and well eſpied I then 
That all the cauſe of ſorowes that thei drie 
Come of the bittir goddis Jelouſic, 

The god Priapus ſawe las | went 
Within the temple” in ſoveraine place yſtonde 
In ſoche arraie as when the aſſe hym ſhent 
With crie by night, and with ſceptre in honde; 
Full buſilie men gan aſlate and fonde 
Upon his hedCe to ſet of ſondrie hewe 
Garlandis full of freſhe flouris newe: - 

And in a privie corner in diſport 
Founde | Venus and her portir Rickeſite, 
That was ſull noble* and hautin of her port; 
Darke was that place, but aſtirward lightneſſe 
I ſawe a lite, unnethes it might be leſſe, 
And on a bed of golde ſhe late to reſte 
Till that the hote ſonne began to weſte. 

Her gildid heris with a goldin threde 
Iboundin were, untreſſid as the laie, 
And nakid from the breſt unto the hede 
Men might her ſe, and, ſothly for to ſaie, 
The remenaunt covired well to my paie 
Right with a lityl kercheſe of Vulence; 
There n'as uo thickir clothe of no deſeuce. 
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"The placè gave a thouſande favours ſote, 
And Bacchus, god of Wine, fate her beſide, 
And Ceres next, that doeth of hunger bote, 
And, as | ſaied, amiddis laie Cypride, 
ro whom on kneis the yong folkis cride 


To be ther helpe: but thus I let her lie, 


And ſarthir in the temple” I gan eſpie, 
That in diſpite of Diana the chaſte 

Full many a bowe 1broke hing on the wall 

Of maidins, ſoche as gone ther tymis walte 

In her ſervice, and paintid ovir all 

Of many' a ſtorie*, of whiche | touchin ſhall 

A tewe, as of Caliſto' and Atalante, 


And many' a maide of which the name I want, 


Semiramis, Candace', and Hercules, 
Biblis, Dido, Thiſbe, and Fyramus, 
Triſtram, Iſoude, Paris, and Achilles, 
Helaine, Cleopatra, and Froilus, 

Scylla, and cke the mother of Romulus; 
All theſe were paint id on that othir ſide, 
And all ther love, and in what plite thei dide. 

When | was comen ayen into the place 
That | of ſpake, that was ſv ſote and grene, 
Forthe walked I tho my ſelvin to ſolace, 
tho was I ware where there yſate a quene, 
That as of light the ſomniir ſonne ſhene 
Paſuth the terre, right ſo ovic meſure 
zac fairir was then any other creture. 
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And in a launde, upon a hill of floures, 

Was fet this quene, this noble goddeſſe Nature: 

Of braunchis were her hallis and her boures 

ivrcught after her craſt and her meſure; 

Neither n'as Foule that cometh of engendrure 

That there ne were ypreſt in her preſence 

To take her dome aud ye ve her audience; 308 
For this was on Sainct Valentin'is daie, 

When every Foule comith to cheſe her make 

Of every kinde that men ythinkin maie, 

And that fo huge a noiſe gan thei to make 

The yerth, the fe, and tre, and every lake, 

So full was, that unnethis there was ſpace 

For me to ſtande, ſo full was all the place, 
Aud right as Alaine in The Plaint of Kinde 

Devilcth Nature of ſoche araie and face, 

In ſoche araic men mightin her there finde. 

This noble empreſſe, full of alle grace, 

Bad every Foule takin her owne place 

As thei were wont alwaie fro yere to yere 

On Saindt Valentines daie to ſtandin there: 322 
That is to ſaie, the Foulis of ravine 

Were highiſt ſet, and then the Foulis ſmale, 

That etin as them Nature would encline, 

As worme or thing, of whiche l tell no tale, 

And watirſoule ſate lowiſt in the dale, 

aud Foules that liveth by ſede ſat on the grene, 

4nd u lo felc that wondir was to ſene. 329 
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There mightin men the roiall egle finde, 
That with his ſharpe loke perſith the ſon, 
And othir eglis of a lowir kinde, 
Of whiche that clerkis well deviſin con; 
There was the tirant with his fethirs don 
And grene, l mene the goſhauke, that doth pine 
To birdes for his outragious ravine; 336 
The gentle faucon, that with his fete diſtreineth 
The kyng'is hand, the hardie ſperhauke eke, 
The qual'is foe, the merlion, that peineth 
Hymſelf full oft, the larke for to ſcke, 
There was the dove, with her eyin ſo meke, 
The jelous ſwan, ayenft his deth that fingeth, 
315 The oule eke, that of deth the bode ybringeth; 342 
N The crane, the geant, with his tromp'is ſonne, 
The thief the chough, and eke the chattring pie, 
The ſcornyng jaie, the ele's foe the heroune, 
The falſe lapwing, alle full of trechirie, 
The ſtarling, that the counſaile can bewrie, 
The tame ruddocke, and the cowarde kite, 
322 The cocke, that horiloge is of thropes lite; 30 
| Ihe ſparow, Venus ſon, the nightingale, 
That clepith forthe the freſhe levis newe, 
The ſwalowe, murdrer of the beis imale, 
That maken honie of flouris frethe of hewe, 
The weddid turtell with his herts true, 
The pecocke with his angel] fethirs bright, 
The ſeſaunt, ſcornir of the cocke by night; 
N 1 
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The waker goſe, the cuckowe, cr unkinde, 
The popingeie, full of delicaſie, 
The drake, deſtroyir of his owne kinde, 
The itorke, the wrekir of advonterie, 
"The hote cormeraunt, full of glotonie, 
"The ravin wiſe, the crowe, with voice of care, 
The throlt:!l olde, and froſtie feldefare. 
What ſhould | faie ? of Foules of every kind 
That in this worlde have fethirs and ſtature 
len mightin in that place aſſemblid finde 
Eciore that noble goddeſſe of Nature, 
And eche of them ydid his bufic cure 
Lenignèlie to cheſe or for to take 
By her accorde his formell or his make. 


But to the poinct. Nature held on her hond 


A formell egle', of ſhape the gentilleſt 

That evir ſhe emong her workis fonde, 

"The moſte benigne and eke the godelieſt; 

In her was every vertue at his reſt 

So fartorthe, that Nature her ſelf had bliſſe 

To loke on her, and oft her becke to kiſſe. 
Nature, the vicare of the' almightie Lorde, 


That hote and colde, hevie, light, moiſte, and drie, 


Hath knit by evin nombir of accorde, 

In eſie voice began to ſpeke and ſaie, 
Fouls, take hede of my ſentence | praie, 
And tor your eſe, in fordring of your nede, 
A tait as | maie ſpeke I will me ſpede. 


364 


371 


SS) 
— * 


389 


36g 


371 


378 
e, 


id drie, 


385 


THE ASSEMBLE OF FOULES, 


Ye know well how on S. Valentine's daie, 
Ry my ſtatute and through my govirnaunce, 
Ye cheſe your makes, and aftir flie awaie 


With *hem as | doe pricke you with pleſaunce, 


But natheleſſe, as by rightfull ordinaunce, 
Maie I not let, for all this worlde to win, 
But he that moſte worthiclt is ſhall begin. 
The tercell egle, as ye knowe full wele, 
The Foule roiall, above you' all in degre, 
The wiſe and worthie, ſecret, true as ſtele, 
The whiche I have formid, as ye maie ſe, 
In every parte as it beſt likith me, 
It nedith not his ſhape you to devile, 
He ſhall firſt cheſe and ſpekin in his giſe. 
And after hym by ordir ſhall ye cheſe 
Aftir your kinde, everiche as you likith, 
And as your hap is ſhall ye win or lele, 
But which of you that love molt entrikith 


God ſende hym her that foreſt for hym fſikith; 
| And therwithali the tercell gan ſhe call, 
And ſaied, My ſonne, the choiſe is to the fall. 


But nathelefle in this condicion 


| Muſte be the choice of everiche that is here, 
That ſhe agre to his eleccion, 


Who ſo he be, that ſhould yben her fere; 
This is our uſage aye fro yere to ycre, 


And who fo maie at this time have his grace 


i2 hlasfull tyme he came into this place. 
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With hed enclined and with full humble chere 

This roiall tercell ſpake, and taried nought, 

Unto my ſoveraine ladie', and not my fere, 

I choſe and cheſe with will, and hert, and thought, 

The formell on your hand ſo well iwrought, 

Whoſe J am all, and evir will her ferve, 

Doe what her luſte to doe me live or ſterve; 429 
Beſechyng her of mercie and of grace, 

As ſhe that is my ladie ſovèrain, 

Or let me die here preſent in this place, 

Fer certis leng maie | not live in pain, 

For in my herte is corvin every vain, 

Havyng regarde onily to my trouthe : 

My dere herte! havith on my wo ſome routhe. 427 

And if that I be founde to her untrue, 

Diſobciſaunt, or wilfull negligent, 

Avauntour, or in proceſſe love anewe, 

I praie to you this be my judgement, 

That with theſe Foulis I be all to rent 

That ilke daie that ſhe me evir finde 

To her untrue or in my gilte unkinde. 434 
And ſith none lovith her ſo well as I, 

Although ſhe nevir of love me behet, 

Then ought ſhe to be mine through her mercic, 

For othir bonde can I none on her knet, 

For for wele nor wo nevir ſhall [ let 

To ſervin her, how far ſo that ſhe wende: 

Saic what you liſte, my tale is at an ende. 44! 
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Full right as the ſote and freſhe redde roſe newe 


Againſt the ſommir ſunne ycoloured is, 
Right ſo for ſhame all waxin gan the hewe 
Of this formell when that ſhe herd all this; 
Neithir ſhe anſwerde well ne ſaied amis, 
So ſore abaſhed was ſhe, till that Nature 


Saied, Doughtir, drede you not, I you aſſure. 


An othir tercell egle ſpake anon 
Of lowir kind, and ſaied that ſhould not be; 
love her bet then ye doe by Sainct John, 
Or at the leſt I love as well as ye, 
And lenyir have ferved her in my degre, 
And if ſhe ſhould have loved for long lovyng 
To me alone had be the guerdonyng. 
dare eke faie, if ſhe me findin falſe, 
Unkinde, jangler, rebell, in any wiſe, 
Or jelous, doe me hangin by the halle ; 
And but [ berin me in her ſerviſe 
As well aye as my wit can me ſuffiſe 
Fro poinct to point, her honour for to ſave, 
Take ſhe my life and all the gode I have, 
The thirde tercell egle anſwerid tho, 
Now, Sirs, ye ſe the lityl lefir here, 
For every Foule crieth out to be ago 
Forthe with his make or with his lady derc, 
And cke Nature her ſelf ne will not here, 
For tarying her, not half that | would fete, 
And but I ſpeke I muſt for ſorowe deie, 
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Of longe ſervice avaunt I me nothing, 
But as poſble* is me to die to day 
For wo as he that hath be languiſhing 
This twenty wintre', and wel it happin may 
A man may ſerve bettir and more to pay 
In halfe a yere, although it were no more, 


Than ſome man doth that hath ſervid ful yore. 


I ſay not this by me, for Ine can 
Do no ſerviſe that may my lady pleſe, 
But I dare ſay l am her trewiſt man, 
As to my dome, and fainiſt wolde her pleſe: 
At ſhorte wordis, til that dethe me ceſe 
I wil be hers whethir | wake or winke, 
And trewe in al that herte may bethinke. 
Of al my lyfe ſyth that day I was borne 
So gentle ple in love or othir thinge 
Ne herdin nevir no man me beſorne, 
Who ſo that had right lefir and conninge 
For to reherſe ther chere and ther ſpekynge, 
And from the morowe gan this ſpeche laſte 
Till downward went the ſonne wondir faſte. 
The noiſe of Foulis for to be deliverde 
So loude range, Have don and let us wende, 
That wel wende | the wode had all to ſhiverd: 
Come of, they cried; alas! ye wil us ſhende; 
Whan ſhal your curſid pleding have an ende? 
How ihulde a judge on eithir partie leve 
For ye or nay withoutin any preve ? 
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The goſe, the cuckowe, and the ducke alſo, 

go crvid Keke, keke, Cuckow, Queke, queke, hye, 

Thorough myne eris the noyſe wente tho; 

The goſe ſayd than, Al this n'ys worthe a flye, 

Put | can ſhape herof a remedye, 

And wil ylay my verdite faire and ſwithe 

For watir Foule, who ſo be wrothe or blithe, 304 
And l for worme Fcule, ſaid the fole cuckow, 

Fer I wil of min owne authorite, 

For common ſpede, take on me the charge now 

For to deliver us 15 grete charite, 

Ye may abydin a while yet perde. 

(Quod the turtel) If that it be your wil 

A wight may ſpeke it were as gode be ſtil. 511 
am a ſede Foule, one the unworthyeſt, 

That wote I wel, and the leit of connynge, 

But bettir is that a wight'is tonge reſt 

Than entremetin him of ſoche doynge 

Of whiche he neithir redin can nor ſinge, 

And who ſo' it doth ful foule him ſelf acloycth, 

For ( Vice uncommitl'd ofte anoyeth, 51 8 
Nature, whiche that alway yhad an ere 

To murmure of the leudèneſſe behinde, 

With faconde voice ſaid, Hold your tongis there, 

And I ſhal ſone J hope a counſaile finde 

You to deliver and fro this noyſe unbynde: 

charge of every flocke ye ſhall one cal 

To fay the verdite of you Foulis all, 525 
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Aſſentid were to this concluſyon 

The birdis al, and Foulis of ravine 

Have choſin firſt by plaine election, 

The tercelet of the ſaucon to define, 

Al ther ſentence, aud as him luſt to termine, 

And to Nature him gan they to prelente, 

And ſhe acceptith him with glad entente. $7 
The tercelet ſayd than in this manere: 

Ful harde it were to preve it by reſon 

Who lovith beſt this gentil formel here, 

For everiche hath ſoche replicacion 

That by {killis may non be brought adoun; 

] cannat fe that argumentes availe, 

Than ſemith it there muſt be a battaile. (8. 
Al redy, quod theſe egles tercelles tho. 

Nay, Sirs, (quod he) if that I durſt it ſay 

Ye do me wronge, my tale is not ydo; 


a> 


<>, 


For, Sirs, ne takith nat a grefe I pray, 

It may not be as ye wolde in this way ; 

Ours is the voice that have the charge in hande, 

And to the judg'is dome ye mulls yſtande; 340 
And therfore pece: | ſay as to my wit 

Me woldin thinke how that the worthieſt 

Of knyghthode, and lengiſt had uſid it, 

Mot of eflate, of blode the gentilleſt, 

Were ſittingeſt for her, if that her leſt, 

And of theſe thre ſhe wote her ſelfe | trowe 

Whiche that he be, for it is Jight to knowe. ce? 


1 790 
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The watir Foults have ther hedis laide 
Togidir, and of thorte avitement, 
Whan everiche had his verdite yſaide, 


They ſaidin ſothely al by one aſſent 


Huwe that the goſe, with the faconde gent, 


That ſo defirith to pronounce our nede, 


Shal tel our tale, and prayed to God her ſpede. 
And for theſe watir Foul; tho began 

The goſe to ſpe ke, and in her cakelynge 

Se faid, Pece nowe, take kepe every man, 


aud herken whiche a reſon | ſhal forth bring; 


My witte is ſharpe; | love no tarying ; 


| 1 lay rede him, tho he were my brother, 


But ſhe wil love him let him love another. 
Lo here a parſite reſon of a goſe 


Tho (quod the ſperhauke) nevir mote ſhe the; 


Loſoche a thing it' is to have a tonge loſc! 
Nowe parde fole yet were it bet for the 
Have holde thy pece than ſhewde thy nicete; 


Is lyeth nat in his wit nor in his wil, 


But ſothe is ſaide, A fole can nat be fill, 
The laughtir aroſe of gentil Foulis al, 


| Andright anone the ſede Foules choſin had 


the turtel trewe, and gan her to *hem call, 

And prayid her to fay the ſothè fad 

| O! this matir, and aſkid what ſhe rad ? 

Aud ſhe anſwered that plainly her entent 
e wolde ſhewe, and ſothly what ſhe ment, 
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Nay, God forbede a lovir ſhulde chaunge, 
The turtcl ſaid, and wexte for ſhame al rede; 
Though that his lady evirmore be ſtraunge, 
Yet let him ſerve her ay tyl he be dede; 
Forſothe Ine praiſe not the gos'is rede, 

For tho ſhe dyed | wold none othir make; 
I wil be hers tyl that the dethe me take. e562 

Wel ybourdid (quod the ducke) by my hat; 
That men {houldin love alway cauſcleſſe 
Who can a reſon finde or wit in that ? 

Dauncith he mery that is mirtheleſle ? 

Who ſhuldin recke of that is recheleſſe ? 

Ye queke yet (quod the ducke) ful wel and faire, 
There be mo flerres in the ſtye than a paire. 905 

Nowe fye, churle! (quod the gentil tercelet) 

Out of the donghil came that word aright; 

Thou canſt not fe which thinge is wel beſct ; 

Thou fareſt by love as owlis do by light, 

Ihe day hem blindeth, ful wel they ſe by night; 

Thy kinde is of ſo lowe a wretchidnefle 

That what love is thou canit not ſe nor gefſe. bc: 
"Tho gan the cuckow put him forthe in prece 

For Foule that etith worme, and ſayid blyve, 

50 I (quod he) may have my make in pece 

I ne retche nought howe Jonge that ye ftrive; 

Jet cche of hem be folcine al ther lyve: 

his is my rede, ſens they may nat acorde; 

his ſhorte Ie ſſon nedith not recorde. 6c9 

4 
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Ye, have the glutton filde inow his paunche, 
Then are we wel, ſayid the emerlon, 
Thou murdrir of the heiſugge, on the braunche, 
That brought the forth, thou moſt ruſull glutton, 
Live thou ſolein, wormis corrupcion | 
For no force 1s of lacke of thy nature; 
Go, leude be thou while that the world may dure! 616 
Nowe pece (quod Nature) | commaundin here, 
For | have herde al your opinion, 
And in effecte yet be we ner the nere; 


| But, finally, this is my concluſion, 


That ſhe her ſelfe ſnal have her election 
Of whom her liſt, who ſo be wroth or blithe, 


| Him that ſhe cheſeth he ſhal her have as ſwithe: (23 


For ſithe it may not here diſcuſſid be 

Who loveth her beſt, as ſaid the tercèlet, 

Than wol I done this favour to' her, that ſhe 

Shal have right him on whom her hert is ſer, 

And he her that his hert hath on her knet; 

This judge I Nature, for | may not lye, 

To none eſtate I have none othir eye. 630 
But as for counſayle for to choſe a make, 

Yfl were Reſon, certis than woulde [ 

Counſailin you the royal tercel take, 

As ſayd the tercèlet ful ſxilfully, 

As for the gentiliſt and moſt worthy, 

Which I have wrought ſo wel to my pleſaunce 

That to you it ought ben a ſuſſifaunce, 
Vadlume XI, 0 
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With dͤredſull voice the ſormell her anſwerde; 

My rightſuil lady, goddefle of Nature, 

Soth is that I am er undir your yerde, 

As is als' evèriche othir creture, 

And mutt be yours while that my life may dure, 

And therfore grauntith me my ſirſtè bone, 

And myne entent you wol | ſay right fone. 644 
| graunt it you (quod ſhe.) And right anone 

This formel egle ſpake in this degre; 

Almighty quene ! unto this yere be done 

I aſke reſpite for to avyſin me, 

And aftir chat to have my choyce all fre: 

This al and ſome that I wold ſpeke and fey; 

Ye get no more although ye do me dey: 651 
wol not ſervin Venus ne Cupide 

Torſothe as yet by no manir of way. 

Nowe ſens it may none othir wayes betide 

(Quod Dame Nature) here is no more to ſay; 

Than wolde I that theſe Foulis were away 

Eche with his make for tarying lengir here, 

And (aid hem thus, as ye ſhal aftir here: 639 
To you ſpeke I, ye tercelets, (quod Nature) 

Dethe of gode herte, and ſervith allè thre, 

A vere is not ſo longe for to endure, 

And eche of you paine him in his degre 

For to do wel, for God wote quit is ſhe 

Fro you this ycre, what aftir ſo befal; 


This entremes is dreſſid for you all. 663 


ie; 
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And whan this werk ybrought was to an ende 

To every Foule Nature yave his make 

By even acorde, and on ther way they wende, 

And Lorde the bliſſe and joye which that they make! 

For ech gan othir in his wingis take, 

And with ther neckis eche gan othir winde, 

Thankynge aye the noble goddeſſe of Kinde. 672 
But firſt were cheſin Foulis for to ſinge, 

As yere by yere was alway ther uſaunce, 

To ſinge a roundel at ther departing, 

To do to Nature honour and pleſaunce; 

The note | trowe ymakid was in Fraunce; 

The wordis were ſoche as ye may here find 

The nexte vers, as I nowe have in minde, 679 

Qui bien aime tard oublie. 

Now welcom ſomir! with thy ſonnis ſoft, 

That haſte this wintic wethirs ovirſhake; 

Saint Valentine! thou arte full ye on loſte, 

Which driviſt away the longe nights blake, 

Thus fingin ſmale Foulis for thy fake; 

Well havin they cauſe for to gladin olte 

Sens eche of hem recovered hath his make, 

Tul blisful maie they ſing when they awake. 687 
And with the ſhouting when ther ſonge was do 

That the Foulis made at ther flight away 

I woke, and othir bokis toke me to 

To rede upon, and yet l rede alway ; 

hope ywis to redin ſo ſome day 

That I ſhal metin ſome thinge for to fare 

The bet, and thus to rede 1 n'il not ſpare. 694 

Explicit, 


or THE 
CUCKOWE & THE NIGHTINGALE, 


Chaucer dreameth that heheareth the Cuckow andihbe Night 


in rule contend for excellency in ſinging. 


T. £ god of Love, ah, benedicite / 

Howe mighty and howe grst a lorde is he! 

For he can makin of lowe hertis hie, 

And of hye lowe and lvke for to die, 

And barde hertis he can makin tre: F 


He can makin within a litil ſtounde 

Of ficke ſolkè whole, and freſhe, and ſounde, 

And of the whole he can ymakè ſeke; 

H- can ybindin and unbindin eke 

That he wol have yhoundin or unbounde. 19 


To tel his might my wit may not ſufhſe, 

For he can makin of wiſe folke ful nice, 

For he may do al that he wol device, 

And lithy folke to diſtroyin vice, 

And proude hertis he can make agriſe, Is 


Shortly, al that evir he wol he may; 

Againiſt him there dare no wight ſay naye, 

For he can glad and greve whom him lykith, 

And who that he wol he loweth or ſikitk, 

And moſt his might he ſhedith er in May; 29 


THE CUCKOWE AND THE NIGHTINGALE, 161 


For every true gentle hertè fre, 
That with him is or thinkith for to be, 


\ LE. Againiſt May nowe ſhal have ſome ſteringe, 
L Or to joye or ellis to ſome mourning, 
Night: In no ſeſon ſo moche, as thinkith me: 25 


For whan that they may here the birdis ſinge, | 
And ſe the flouris and the levis {pringe, | 
hat bringith into ther rememberaunce | 
A raanir eſe ymedlid with grevaunce, | 
And luſty thoughtis ful of grete longing; 30 


And of that longing comith hevineſſe, 

And therof growith oft grete ſikèneſſe, 1 
And for the lacke of that that they deſire; | | 
And thus in May ben hertis ſet on fire, : 
So that they brennin forth in gret diſtreſſe, 35 


10 


ſpekè this of feling trewily: 
Vat! tho that I be olde and unluſty ä 
Yet I have felte of the ſickeneſſe through May 
| Lothe hote and cold, and axis every day, 
i How ſore iwis there wote no wight but l. 40 
am ſo ſhakin with the fevirs white 
Of al this May ne ſlepe I but a lite; 


And alſo it is not lyke unto me 

That any herte ſhouldin ſlepy be 

In whom that Love his firy darte wol ſmite, 45 1 | 
O ii) | 


29 
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But as | lay this othir night waking 

I thought howe lovirs had a tokining, 

And amonge hem it was a commune tale 
That it were gode to here the Nightingale 
Moche rathir than the leude Cuckowe ſinge. 


And than I thought anon as it was day 

I wolde faine go ſomwhere to aſſay 

If that I might a Nightingale yhere, 
For yet had | none herde of al that yere, 
And it was tho the thirde night of May. 


And right anon as I the day aſpide 

No lengir would [ in my bedde ahide, 
But unto a wodde that was me faſt by 

I went forthe my ſelf alone boldily, 

And helde the way downe by a broke fide 


Tyl I came to a launde of white and grene, 

So faire an one had ! nevir in bene; 

The grounde was grene, ypoudrid with daiſye, 
The flouris and the grevis alike hie, 

Al grene and white, was nothing ellis ſene. 


There ſate I downe among the ſaire flouris, 
And ſawe the birdes trippe out of ther bowris 
There as they reſtid hem had al the night; 
They were ſo joyful of the day'is lyght 

They began of Maye for to done honouris: 
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They coudin wel that ſervice al by rote, 
And there was many a full lovely note; 

Some ſongin loudè as they had yplained, 
And ſome in othir raanir voice yfained, 

30 And ſome ſongin al out with the ful throte. 75 
They proynig hem and madin hem right gay, 

And daunſidin and leptin on the ſpray, 

And evirmore were two and two 1n fere, 

Right ſo as they had choſin hem to yere 

83 lu Feverere on Saint Valentine's day. 80 


And the rivir whiche that 1 ſat upon 
It madin ſoche a noiſe as it ron, 
Accordaunt with the birdis armony, 
Me thouglit that it was the beſt melody 
60 That mightin ben yherde of any mon. 85 


And for delyte, Ine wotte nevir howe, 
fel in ſoche 2 ſlomhre and a ſwowe, 
te, Nat al aſlepe ne fully awaking, 
And in that ſwowe me thought I herds ſinge 
63 The ſory birde, I mene the leude Cuckowe, 90 


And that was upon a tre right fat by; 
's But who was than evil apaide but | ? 
Now God (quod I) that dyid on the crois 
Yeve forowe on the and on thy leude vois! 
10 Ful litil joye have I now of thy crie, 95 


164 rut CUCKOWE AND THE NIGHTINGALE, 


And as I with the Cuckow thus gan chide 

I herdin in the nextè buſh beſide 

A Nyghtingale ſo luſtily yſinge 

That with her clere voice ſhe madin ringe, 
F.cchoing thorough al the grene wode wide. 109 


Ah! gode ſwete Nightingale! (quod I) then, 

A litil haſt thou ben to longe hen, 

For here hath ben the leude ſory Cuckow, 

And ſongin ſongis rathir than haſt thou; 

pray to God that evil fire her bren! 105 


But now I wol you tel a wondre thing; 

As longe as I ylay in that ſwouning 

Me thought I wiſt what that the birdis ment, 

And what they ſayd, and what was ther entent, 
And of ther ſpeche I had full gode knowing, 119 


There herdin I the Nightingale yſay, 

Now, gode Cuckow ! goith ſome where awaye, 
And let us that can ſingin dwellin here, 

For every wight eſchevith the to here, 

Thy ſongis ben ſo elenge, in gode fay. 115 


What, (quod ſhe) what may the aylin as nowe ? 

It thinkith me l finge as wel as thou, 

For niy ſongè is both true and eke plaine, 

And though I can not crakil fo in vaine 

As thou doſt in thy throte, I wet ner how. 12⁰ 
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And every wight may undirſtandin me; 

But, Nightingale, ſo may rhey not done the, 
For thou haſt many a nice queinte crie; 
have the herdè ſaine Ocy, ocy: 

Howe might I knowin what that ſhould ybe ? 


Ah, fale! (quod ſhe) woſt thou not what it is? 
han that l ſay Ocy, ocy, ywys 

I han men:n I that | would wondre faine 

That al they werin ſhamfully yſlaine 

That menin ought againiſt love amis; 


And alfo' I would that al tho had the dede 
That thinkin not in love ther life to lege, 
For who ſo wol not the god of Love ſerve 
I dare wel ſay he is worthy to ſterve, 

And for that ſtil Ocy, ocy, I grede. 


Eye! (quod the Cackow) this is a qucint lawe, 
That every wight ſhal love or be to draw; 

But | forſakin al ſoche company, 

For myne entent ne is not for to die. 

Ne ner white | live on Love's yoke to draw; 


For lovirs ben the folke that ben on lyve 
That molt diſeſe yhave and moſt unthrive, 
And moſt endurin ſorow, wo, and care, 
And that the Jeſt yſelin of welfare ; 

Wat nedith it ayeniſt trouth to firive ? 
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What! (quod ſhe) thou art alle out of thy minde; 


How might thou in thy churlineſſe yfynde 
To ſpeke of Lov'is ſervauntes in this wiſc ? 
For in this world is none ſo gode ſervice 
To every wight that gentle is of kinde; 


For therof truly comith al godeneſſe, 
Therof al honour and al gentilneſſe, 
Thereof worſkip, eſe, and al hert'is luſt, 
And parfite joye and ful aſſurid truſt, 

And jolytie, and pleſaunce, and freſheneſſe, 


And lowlyhed, largeſſe, and curtiſye, 
And ſemelyhed, and trew company, 
And drede of ſhame for to done amys, 
For he that truly Lov'ts ſervaunt is 
Were Iluthir to be ſhamid than to die. 


And that thys is the ſothe whiche that I ſey 
In that beleve I wil bethe live and dey; 
And, Cuckow, ſo I rede thou do ywys. 
Than (quod he) let me nevir havin bliſſe 
Vf evir i to that counſaile obey. 


Nyghtingale, thou yſpekiſt wondre faire, 
But fi r al that is the ſoth contrayre, 

For Love ne 15 in yonge folke but rage, 
And is in olde folke a grete dotage; 

Who moſt it uſith he moſt ſhal enpaire; 
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For therof commeth diſeſe and hevineſſe, 

80 ſorow', and care, and many' a grete ſikeneſſe, 
Deſpite, debate, and angre, and envy, 

Depraving, ſhame, untruſt, and jelouſie, 

Pride, miſchefe, povertie, and wodèneſſe. 175 


Loving is aye an office of diſpaire, 

And one thing is therin that is not ſaire, 

For who that getteth of Love a litil bliſſe, 

But if he be alwaie therewith, iwis 

He maie full ſone of age yhave his haire : 129 


And, Nightingale, therefore hold the nic, 

For leve me well, for all thy queinte crie, 

If thou be ferre or longe fro thy make 

Thou ſhalr be as othir that ben forſake, 

And then thou ſhalt yhotin as do l. 185 


Fie! (quod ſhe) on thy namè and on the, 

The god of Love ne let the nevir the, 

For thou art worſe a thouſandfolde than wode, 

For many' one is full worthie and full gode 

That had be naught ne haddin Love ibec; 190 


For evirmore Love his ſervauntes amendcth, 

And from all evill tachis hem defendeth, 

And makith ' hem to brenne right in a fire 

In trouthè and in worſhipfull defire, 

and when him likich joy inough hem ſendeth. 195 


168 THE CUCKOWE AND THE NIGHTINGALE, 


Thou, N:ghtingale, he ſayid, be ſtill, 

For Love have no reſon but it is will, 

For oft tymis untrue folke he efith 

And true folke ſo bittirly diſpleſith 

That for defaute of courage he let hem ſpill, 200 


Then toke i of the Nightingale kepe 

How that ſhe caſt a ſigh out of her depe, 

And ſaied, Alas that evir | was bore! 

I can for tene not ſaie one worde more; 

And right with that worde ſhe braſt out to wepe. 20) 


Alas! (quod ſhe) my herte woll to breke, 

To herin thus this leude birde ſpeke 

Of Love, and of his worſhipfull ſervice ; 

Now god of Love, thou helpe me in ſome wiſe 
That l maic on this Cuckowe ben awreke, 210 


Me thoughtin then that he ſterte up anon, 

And glad was [| tho that he was agon, 

And evirmore the Cuckowe as he flaie 

Yſayid, Farewell, farewell, popingaie, 

As though he had yſcornid me alone, 215 


And then ycame the Nightingale to me, 
\nd ſayid, Frende, forſoth | thanks the 
That thou halt likid me for to reſcowe, 
And one avowe to Love ymake I now, 
That all this Maie I woll thy ſingir be. 429 
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| thankid her, and was right well apaied. 

Ye, (quod the} and ne be thou not diſmaied 
Tho thou have herd the Cuckow erit than me, 
For if | live it thall amendid be 

The nexte Mate, if | be not affraied. 


And one thing I woll redin the alſo, 

Ne leve thou not the Cuckow ne his loves fo, 
For all that he hath ſaied is ſtrong leſyng. 
Naie, (quod I) thereto ſhall nothing me bryng 
For love, and it hath do me mochil wo. 


Ye, hath it? Uſe (quod ſhe) this medicine, 
Every daie this Maie or that thou dine 

Go lokin upon the freſhe daific, 

And though thou be for woe in poin@ to die 
That ſhall full gretly leſſen the of thy pine. 


And loke alwaie that thou be gode and true, 
And 1 woll ting one of the ſongis newe 

For love of the, as londe as l maic crie; 

And then ſhe began this ſongè full hie, 

L tlirewe all *hem that ben of love untrue, 


Aud when ſhe had yſong it to the ende, 
Now farewell, (quod ſhe) for 1 mots wende, 
And god of Love, that can right well and may, 
As mochil joye ſendè the this dale 
As any yet lovir he evir ſende, 
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170 TEE CUCKOWE AND TRE NIGHTINGALE, 


Thus taketh the Nightingale her leve of me, 
L praic to God alwaie with her to be, 

And joye of love he ſende her evirmore, 
And {hilde us ſro the Cuckowe and his lore! 
For there is not fo falſe a birde as he. 


Forthe ſhe yflewe the gentill Nightingale 

To alll the birdis that were in that dale, 

And gate hem all into a place in ſere, 

And belonghtin hem that they wouldin here 
Her diſeſe; and thus ſhe began her tale: 


The Cuckowe, well it is not for to hide 
Tow the Cuckowe and l faſt havin chide 

Evir ſithin that it ywas daie light; 

I praic you all that ye doin me right 

Gf that ſoule, and ſalſe, and unkinde, bride, 


Then ſpcke o birde for all by one aſſent; 
'Fliis mattir aſkith gode aviſement, 

Yor we ben alle birdis here in fere, 

And ſothe it is the Cuckowe is not here, 
And theteſote we woll have a parliment ; 


And thereat ſhall the egle be our lorde, 
And othir peris that ben of recorde, 
And the Cuckowe ſhall be aftir yſent, 
And there ſhall be yevin the judgement, 
Or cls we ſhall finally make accorde, 
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THE CUCKOWE AND THE NIGUTINGALE, 171 


And this ſhall be ydone withoutin naie 

The morowe aftir Sainct Valentine's daie 

Undir a maple that is faire and grene 

Betore the chambir windowe of the quene 

At Wodeſtbcke upon the grens late, 275 


She thaukid hem, and then her lev? toke, 

And flew into an hauthorne by that broke, 

And there ſhe ſate and ſong upon that tre, 

For terme of life love hath withholde me, 

So loude, that I with that ſong awoke. 280 
Explicit. 


O leude boke! with thy foule rudeneſſe, 


| Sithe thou haſt neithir beaute ne* eloquence 


Who hath the cauſed or yeve the hardinelle 

For to aypere in my ladic's preſence ? 

am ful ſikir thou knoweſt her benevo'lence, 

Tull agreable to all her abiyng, 

Yor of all gode ſhe is the bell livyng. 287 


Alas! that thou ne haddiſt worthineſſe 
Jo ſhewin to her ſome pleſaunt ſentence, 


Sith that ſhe hath thorough her gentilleſſe 

8 Acceptid the ſervaunt to' her digne reve'rence. 
me repentith that I ne' had ſcience 

And leiſir als to make the more oriſhyng, 


Tor of all gode ſhe is the beſt livyng. 294 


Pi; 


172 „ HOW PYTE 1s PEDP, 


Beſeche her mckely with all lowlineſſe, 

Though that I be ferre from her in abſence, 

To thinke on my trouth to” her and ſtedfaſtneſſe, 
And to' abridge of my ſorowes the vio'lence 

Which cauſed is, wherof knowith your ſapience, 
She like emong to notiſie me' her liking, 

For of all gode ſhe is the beſt living. 301 


L*'ENVOYE. 


Aurore of gladneſſe, daie of Juſlineſſe, 

Lucerne anight with hevenlie influence 

Inmincd, rote of beautic and godencſſe, 

Zuſpiris, whiche leffunde in ſilence, 

Of grace I befeche aledge let your writyng, 

Now of all gode fith ye be beſt livyng. 307 
Explicit. 


HFERT AFTER FOLOWETH 


HOW PYTE IS DED E 
AND BURIED IN GENTYLE HERTZ, 


Porr. that l have ſought ſo yore ago 

With herte fore, and full of beſy paine, 
hat in this worlde was nevir wight ſo wo 
\Withoutin dethe, and yf I ſhal nat faine 
My purpoſe was to Pite to complaine 

Upon the erueltie and tyrannye 

Of Love, that for my trouth doth me to die, 
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HOW PYTE IS DEDE, 


And whan that I by length of certaine yeres 


Had evir in one ſought a time to ſpeke, 
To Pite ran I all beſpreint with teres 
To prayin her on Cruelte me” a-wreke; 
But or | might with any worde out breke, 
Or tel her any of my painis ſmerte, 
| found her ded and buried in an herte. 

A downe I fel whan that I ſaw the herſe 


Ded as a ſtone while that the ſwonne me laite, 


But up l roſe with coloure ful diverſe, 

And pitouſly on her myne eyen | caſt, 

And nerir the corſe gan preſin laſt, 

And for the ſoule | ſhope me for to pray; 

I was but lorne; there was no more to ſay. 
Thus am I fleine fith that Pite is ded ; 

Alas that day that evir it ſhulde fal! 


V hat manir man dare nowe hold up his hed, 


To whom ſhal now any foro'wtull hert call, 
Nowe Cruclte hath cait to fle us al, 
In ydle hope folke redèleſſe of paine, 


| Sith ſhe is ded, to whom ſhal we complaine ; 


But yet encrefith me this wondir newe, 


| That no wight wote that the is ded but l, 


So many men as in her tyme her knewe, 
And yet ſhe dyid all fo ſodainly, 


For | have ſought her er full befily 
: Sithins that I had firſte witte or mind, 


But ſhe was ded er that I coude her find, 
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174 HOW PYTPE 18 DEDE, 


Aboute her herſe there ſtodin luſtily, 
Withoutin any mo as thoughtin me, 
Rountie, perfitely well armed and richely, 
And ſreihe Beaute, and Luit, and Jolite, 
Aſſurid Manir, Youthe, and Honeſte, 


Willome, Eſtate, with Drede and Governaunce, 


Contedrid both by bonde and aliaunce. 
A complainte had | writin in my honde 
Jo have yput to Pyte as a byl, 
But I there al this company yfonde 
hat rathir wonldin all my cauſe ſpill 
Then do me help, [ held my plainte ſtill, 
For to thoſe folke withoutin any faile 
Without Pite there maie no bill availe. 
Ihen leave all vertues ſave onely Pitie, 
Keping the corſe, as ye have herd me ſaine, 
Conſedrid by bonde unto Crueltie, 
And be aſſentid when | ſhall be flaine, 
And | have put my compleinte up againe, 
tor to my foes my bill I dare not ſnewe 
The effect, which ſayith thus in wordis fewe : 
Humbliſt of herte, hyiſt of reverence, 
Flowir benigne, coroune of vertues alle! 
Shewith unto your rotall excellence 
Your ſervaunt, if | durſtin me ſo call, 
is mortall harme in which he is ifall, 
And nought all onely for his wofull fare 
But for your renome, as he ſhall declare. 
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t ſtundeth thus; that your contary' Crueltie 
Allyid is ayenſt your regalie, 
Undir colour of womanly beautie, 
For men ſhouldin not knowe her tyrannie, 
With Bountic, Gentilleſſe, and Curteſie, 
And hath deprivid you thus of your place, 


That is hie Beaute', apertenant to your grace: 70 


For kindly by your heritage and right 

Ye be annexid evir to Bountie, 

And verily ye ought to doe your might 

To helpin Frouthe in his adveriitie z 

Yeo be alſo the coroune of Beautie, 

And certis if that ye want in theſe twaine 

The worlde is lore; there is no mare to ſaine. 77 
Uke what availcth manir and gentillefſe 

Withoutin you, o moſt benigne creture! 

Shall Crueltie ybe your governeſlc ? 

Alas! what hertè maie it long endure ? 

Wherctore but ye rathir ytakin cure 

To brekin that perillous aliaunce 

Ye cen hem that ben in your ohelſaunce. 84 
And furthir ovir, if ye ſuffir this 

All your renome is tordoe in 2 throwe, 

There ſhall no man ywete what pitie is; 

Alas that your renome is fall to lowe! 

Ye be” allo fro your heritage ithrowe 

By Crueltie, that occupicth your place, 

And we diſpairid that ſckin your grace. 91 


x56 HOW ?PYTEIS DEDE, 


Have merceie on me, thou herenus quene, 
That you have ſought fo tendirly and ſore, 
O let ſome ſtreame of light on me be ſene, 
That love and drede you er longir the more! 
For, ſothily to ſaine, I bere fo ſore; 

And though [ be not connyng for to plaine 
For God'is love have mercie on my paine. 

My paine is this, that what ſo I defire 
That have I not, ne nothyng like thereto, 
And evir ſetteth defire mine herte on fire ; 
ke on that othir fide, where that I go 
What manir thing that may encreſe my wo 
That have | redy unſought every Where; 
Me lackith but my deth and then my bere. 

What nedith to ſhewe percel of my paine, 
Sith every wo that herte maie bethinke 
I ſuſfr, and yet dare not to you plaine ? 

Yor well | wote though that | wake or winke 
Ye recke not whethir that I flete or ſinke; 
And natheleſſe yet my trouth ] ſhall ſuſtcine 
Unto my deth, and that ſhall well be ſene: 

This is to ſaine, that I will be yours ever, 
Though ye me flea by Crueltie your fo, 
Algate my ſpirite fall nevir diſcevir 
Fro your ſervice for any paine or wo, 

Sith ye be dedde, alas that it is fo! 

Thus for your deth I maie wepin and plain 

With here fore and full of beſie pain. 
Explicit, 
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aud in the wwriten cles fulo vue at the ende of The Con- 


plainle of Pite, 


Tus longe nyghtis, when every cretnre 

Shuld have ther reſt in fomwhat as by kind, 

Or ellis ne may ther lite not Jonge endure, 

I: fallith moſte into my woſul minde 

How | fo farre have brought my ſelf behind, 

That ſafe the deth ther may nothing me liſie, 

So diſpairid I am from alle bliſſe. 7 


his ſame thought me Jaſtith til the morow, 
And from the morowe forth til it be eve; 
There nedith me no care for to borow, 

Tor both I have gode laifir and gode leve; 
There is no wight that will my wo byreve, 
To wepe enough and wailin all my iy; 


* 


The fore ſparke of peine now doth me ſpil. I4 


This Love, that hath me ſet in ſoche a place 

that my deſire he wil nevir fulſyl, 

For neithir Pite, Mercy, neithir Grace, 

Can nat find. and yet my wofull herte 

vor to he dede | can it not arace, 

the more l love the more the doth me ſmerte, 
Phorowe whiche 1 fe withoute remedie 

Pant from the deth ! may no wile alterte, 23 


178 THESE VERSES, e. 


Now ſothly what ſhe hight I wol reherſe ; 
Her name is Bountie, ſet in womanhed, 
Sadnes in youth, and beautie prideleſſe, 

And pleſaunce undir govirnaunce and drede, 
And her ſurname is cke faire Rutheleſle, 
The wiſe knit unto gode avinture, 

That for I love her ſhe fleth me giltleſſe; 
Her love I beſt, and ſhall while I may dure: 


Bett than my ſelſe a hundrid thouſand dele, 
Than al this world'is richis or creture ; 
Now hath not Love me beſtowid wel, 

To lovin there I nevir ſhal have parte ? 
Alas, right thus is turnid me the Wwhele! 
Thus am I faine with Lov'is furious darte: 
I can but love her beſt my ſwetè fo, 

Love hath me taught no more of his arte 
But ſervin alwaye and ſtint for no wo. 


Within my trewe carcfull herte ther is 

So mochil wo and cke fo litil bliſle 

That wo is me that evir | was bore! 

For al that thinge which l deſire I miſſe, 
And al that evir I wolde not iwis 

That ſinde I redy to me evirmore ; 

And of all this I n'ot to whom me plaine, 
For ſhe that might me out of this ybring 
Ne rechith nought whethir I wepe or ſing, 
So litil routh hath ſhe upon my paine! 
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Alas! whan flepinge tyme is then | wake, 

Whan I ſhuld daunce for ſere lo than I quake; 

This hevy life I lede, lo! for your ſake, 

Though ye therof in no wiſe hede take, 

Myn hert'is lady and whole my live's quene ! 

For truly durit I ſay as that | fele 

Me ſemith that your ſwetè herte of ſtele 

Is whettid now againiſt me to kene. 57 


My dere herte and beſt belovid fo! 

Why lykith you to do me al this wo? 

What have l don that grevith you or ſaide ? 

But for I ſerve and love you and no mo, 

And whileſt | live 1 wil evir do fo, 

And therfore, {wete! ne bethe not il apaide; 

Fcr fo gode and fo faire as that ye be 

It wer a right gret wondir but ye had 

Of al ſervanntis both of gode and badde, 

And beſt worthy of al them I am he, 64 


But ne vir the leſſe, my righte lady ſwete! 
Though that I be unkonninge and unmete 
To ſerve as I coud beſt aye your highncs, 
Yet is ther none fainir, that would | hete, 
Tran | to do vou cle or ellis bete, 

What fo | wilt that were to your highnes; 
And had] might as gode as | have wil, 


130 THESE VERSUS, Cc. 


Than ſhuld vec fele wher it were ſo or none, 
For in this world livinge than 1s ther none 


That fainir wolde your hert'is wil fulſil. 77 


For both | love and eke drede you ſo fore, 
And algates mote and have don you ful yore, 
That bettir loved is non ne nevir ſha], 
And yet | would be ſeche you of no more 
But lovith wel, and be not wruth therfore, 
And let me ſerve you forth, lo! this is al; 
For | ami nought to hardy ne ſo wode 

For to defire that ye ſhould lovin me, 

For wel | wotte, alas! that may not be, 

I am fo liti: worthy” and ye ſo gode, 

For ye be one the worthyilt on live, 

Aud | the moſt unlikely for to thrive, 


Yet for al this wetith ye full righte wel 

That ye ne ſhould me from your fervyce drive, 
That | ne wil aye with my witis five 

Scrve you truly what wo lo that I fcle, 

For I am fet ſo hy upon your whele 

That though ye nevir wil upon me rewe 

I muſt you love, and bene evir.as trewe 

As any man ycan or maye on live. q? 


But the more that ! love you, godely fre! 
The laſic finde I that ye lovin me: 
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Alas! whan ſhal that hard? wit amende ? 

Wher is now al your womanly pite, 

Your gentilnes and your debonairte ? 

Wil ye nothinge therof upon mie ſpend, 

And ſo whole, ſwete! as | am youris all, 

And ſo grete wil as | have to you ſerve ? 

Now certis ahd ye let me thus yſterve 

Vat have ye wonnin therupon but ſmall, 107 


ror at my knowing I do nothing why: 
And thus I wil beſeche you hertily, 
That if evir ye finde whilis ye live 

A truir ſervaunte to you than am l 


Leith than, and fleith me hardily, 


And I my deth to you wil al forgive; 
And yt ye finde no trewir verily, 
Vollin ye ſuffir than that I thus ſpil, 
And for no manir gilt but my gode will? 
As gode were than untrue as true to be, it) 
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Fe fro the preſe and dwell with Sothfaſtneſſe; 

Suffife unto thy gode though it be ſmall, 

For horde hath hate, and climbyng tikilneſſe, 

Prece hath envie, and wele is blent oer all; 

Savour no more then the behovin ſhall ; 

Rede well thy ſelf, that othir folke canſt rede, 

And trouthe the ſhall delivir it' is no drede. 7 
Paine the not eche crokid to redreſſe 

In truſt of her that tournith as a balle; 

Grete reſt ſtandith in litil buſineſſe; 

Beware alſo to ſpurne again a nalle; 

Strive not as doith a crocke with a walle; 

Demith thy ſelf that demiſt othir's dede, 

And trouthe the ſhall deliver it is no drede. 14 
That the is ſent rece ve in buxomeneſſe; 

The wraſllyng of this worlde aſkith a fall; 

Here is no home, here is but wildirneſſe; 

Forthe pilgrim, forthe o beſt out of thy ſtall; 

Loke up on high, and thanke thy God of all; 

Weivith thy luſte and let thy ghoſt the lede, 

And trouthe the ſhall deli vir it' is no drede. 27 


Explicit, 
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CHAUCER'S A, B, C, 


CALLED LA PRIZRE DE NOSTRE DAME, 


Chaucer's A, B, C, called La Priere denoſire Dame, made, 
as ſeme ſay, at the requeſt of Blanch Ducheſſe of Lanca- 


fer, as a praier for her private uſe, being a woma! in 


ber religion very devout. 


A. 
Amor: and allmerciable Quene 
o whom all this world fleith for ſoccour, 
To have releſe of ſinne, of ſorow, of tene, 
Glorious Virgine! of all flouris flour, 
To the I fle, confoundid in errour ; 
Helpe and releve, almightie debonaire! 
Have mercy of mine perillous langour, 
Venquiſt me hath my eruill adverſaire. 

B. 
Zountie ſo ſixe hath in my hert his tent, 
That well L wote thou will my ſuccour be; 
I hou canſt not warnin that with gode entent 
Axith thyne helpe, thine hert is aye ſo fre, 
Thou art largeſſe of plaine felicite, 
Havin and refute of quiete and reſt ; 
Lo how that the vis ſevin chaſir: me; 


Helpe, Ladie bright! or that mine ſhip to breſt. 16 


Qi) 


184 CHAUCER'S A, B, C. 


C. 

Comfort is none but in you, Lady dere! 

For lo! mine ſinne and mine confuſioun, 

Which ought not in thin preſence for to' apere, 

Han taken on me a grevous actioun, 

Ot veray right and diſperatioun, 

And as by right they mightin well ſuſtene 

That | were worthy mine damnatioun, 

Ne were it of thy mercy, blisſull Quene! 24, 
D. 

Dout is there none, o Quene of miſe'ricord! 

That thou n'art cauſe of grace and mercy here, 

God vouchideſafe throgh the with us to' accord; 

Fer certis, Chriſt'is blisfull modir dere! 

Were now the bow ybent in ſwiche manere 

As it was firſt of juſtice and of ire 

"The riyhiuli God would of no mercy here; 

But through the han we grace as we deſire. 33 
E. 

Ever' hath mine hope of refute in the be, 

For here beſorne full oft in many' a wiſe 

Unto mercy haſt thou recevid me, 

But mercy, 1.ady ! at the gret afle, 

When we ſhall come before the High Juſtiſe, 

So litil ſreut ſhall then in me ben found 

That but thou or that day correctin me 

Of very right mine werke will me confound, 
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F. 
Flying 1 fle for ſuccour to thine tent, 
Me ſor to hide fro tempeſt full of drede, 
Beſeking you that ye you not abſent, 
Though I be wicke: o help yet at this nede! 
All have | ben a beſt in wit and dede, 
Yet, Lady! thou me cloſe with thine owne grace; 
Thine enemie and mine (Lady, take hedc) 
Unto mine deth in point is me to chaſe, 4% 
G. 
Gracious maid and modir! which that never 
Were bittir nor in erth nor in the fe, 
But ſull of ſweteneſſe and of mercy ever, 
Helpe, that mine Fadir be not wroth with me; 
Speke thou, for | ne dare him not yſe: 
50 have l done in erth, alas the while! 
That certis but if thou mine ſuccour be 
To ſinke eterne he will mine ghoſt exile, 56 
H. 
He vouchideſaſe, tell him, as was his will, 
Become a man as for our alltaunce, 
And with his blode he wrote that blisfull bil! 
Upon the croſſe as generall acquitaunce 
To every penitent in full cryaunce; 
And therefore, Lady bright! thou for us prey 
Then ſhalt thou ftentin alle his grevaunce, 
And meken our foe to favlin of his prey, ( 
05 


136 CUAUCER'S A, B, c. 


J. 
I wote well thou wilt ben our ſuccour, 
Thou art ſo full of bountie in certaine, 
Tor when a ſoulè fallith in errour 
Thine pitie goeth and halith him againe, 
Then makiſt thou his pece with his Soverain, 
And bringiſt him out of the crokid ſtrete: 
Whoſo the lovith ſhall not love in vaine, 
That ſhall he find as he the life ſhall lete. 72 
K. 

Kalendiris enluminid ben they 
That in this world ben lightid with thipe name, 
And who fo goith with the the right wey 
Pim dar not dredin in ſoule to ben lame. 

low Quer e of comfort! fith thou art the ſame 
To whom 1 ſechiin for my medicine 
Let not mine fo na more mine wound entame, 
Mine hele into thine hond all I rcfine. us 

Li 

I.aly! thine ſorrow can I not portrey 
Undlir the croſſe, ne his grevous pennaunce 
But for your bothis peine 1 you do prey 
Jet not our aldir fo make lis boſtaunce 
"That he hath in his leſtis, with miſchaunce ! 
Convich that that ye both han bought ſo dere: 
s ! ſaid erſt, thou ground of all ſubſlaunce! 
Continue) on us thin piteus cvin clere, 
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M. 

\luyſcs, that ſaw the boſh of flambis rede 

brenning, of which then nevir a ſticke brend, 

Was ſigne of thine unwemmid maidinhede; 

Thou art the hoſh on which there can deſcend 

The Holy Ghoſt, the which that Moyſes wend 

Had ben on fire; and this was in figure; 

Now Lady ! fro the fire us defend 

Which that in hell eternally ſtall dure. 96 
N. 

Noble Prince ſſe! that ne vir haddiſt pere, 

Certis if any comfort in us be 

That commich of the, Chriſtis modir dere! 

We han none othir melodie ne gle 

Us to rejoyce in our adverſite, 

Ne advocat that will and dare ſo prey 

For us, and that for as lite hire as ye, 

hat helpin for an Ave' mary or twey. 104 
Ch 

© very light of eyin tho ben blind! 

G very luſt of labour and diſtreſic! 

O treſorere of bountic to mankind ! 

The whom God cheſe to moder for humbleflz, 

From his ancille he made the maiſtèreſſe 

Of heven and erth, our bill up for to bede, 

This world awatith ay on thine godenes, 

For thou ne failed'eſt nevir wight at nede. 172 
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188 CEAUCER'S A, 8, e. 


P. 

Purpoſe I have ſometime ſor to enquere 

Wherefore and why the Holy Ghoſt the ſought; 

When Gabriel is voice come to thine ere 

He not to werre us ſwich a wondir wrought, 

But for to ſave us that he ſithin bought; 

Then nedith us no wepon us to ſave, 

But onely there we did not as us ought 

Do penitence, and mercy aſke and have. 125 
Q_ 

Quene of comfort! right when I me bethinke 

That I agiltid have both him and the, 

And that mine ſoule is worthy for to ſinke, 

Alas! I caitife, whedir ſhall I fle? 

Who ſhall unto thine ſonne mine mens be ? 

Who but thine ſelfe, that art of pitie well ? 

Thou haſt more routh on our adverſite 

Than in this world might any tongue tell. 128 
R. 

Redreſſe me, modir! and eke nie chaſtiſe, 

For certainly my Fadir's chaſtiſing 

Ne dare I not abidin in no wiſc, 

So hidèous is his full reckining. 

Modir! of whom our joy began to ſpring, 

Be ye mine judge and cke my ſoul'is lech, 

For ay in you is pitie abounding 

To each that will of pity you beſech, t. 
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CUAUDCER'S A, 5, c. 139 


8. 

gath is that he ne grauntith no pite 

Withoutin the, for God of his godeneſſe 

Forgivith none but it like unto the : 

He hath the made vicaire and maiſtereſle 

Of all this world, and cke govirnereſſe 

Of hevin, and repreſſith his juſtiſe 

Aſtir thine will, and thereſore in witneſſe 

He hath the crownid in ſo royall wiſe. 144 
L 

Temple devout! ther God cheſe his wonning, 

Fro which theſe miſbeleved deprivid ben, 

To you mine ſoulè penitent I bring; 

Receve me, for | can no ferthir fleen. 

With thornis venemous, o hevin Quene ! 

For which the erth accurſid was full yore, 

lam ſo woundid, as ye may well fene, 

That l am loſt almoſt, it ſmert ſo ſore, 152 
V. : 

Virgine ! that art ſo noble' of apparaile, 

That lediſt us into the highe toure 

Of Paradiſe, thou me wife and counſaile 

How | may have thy grace and thy ſuccour, 

All have I ben in filth and in errour: 

Lady! on that countrey thou me adjourne 

That clepid is thine bench of freſhe flour, 

There as that mercy evir ſuall ſojourne. 169 


190 CYAUCER'S A, B, c. 


X. 
Apen thine ſonne, that in this world alight 
Upon a croſſe to ſuffir his paſſioun, 
And ſuffred cke that Longeus his hert pight, 
And made his hert' is blode renne adoun, 
And all this was for my ſalvatioun; 
And l to him am fals and eke unkind, 
And yet he will not mine dampnatioun; 
This thanke I you, ſuccour of all mankind 
Y. 
Y ſaac was figure of his deth certaine, 
That ſo ferreforth his fadir would obey 
That him ne rought nothing for to be ſlaine; 
Right fo thy ſonne liſt a lambe to dey : 
Now Lady full of mercy! I you prey, 
Sith he his mercy ſurid me ſo large, 
Be ye not ſcant, for all we ſing or ſay, 


That ye ben fro vengeaunce alway our targe. 


Z. 
Tacharie you clepith the opin well | 
That wiſht his ſinfull ſoule out of his guilt, 
Therefore this leſſoun out 1 will to tell, 
That n'ere thine tendir hert we werin ſpilt. 


Now Lady bright! ſith that thou canſt and wilt, 


Ben to the ſede of Adam merciable; 

Bring us unto that paleis that is built 

To penitents, that ben to mercie able, 
Explicit, 
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